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169. JAMES F. MORTON / MARCH Leese rz» , 
Announcement of his marriage and details of the 
ceremony; the Houdini revision finished; stamps 
for Morton. 

170, JAMES F. MORTON / MARCH 14, 1924 
Of the fitness of the Church-of-England ceremony; 
the aeons and the worlds his sport. 

171. MRS. F, C. CLARK / MARCH 18, 1924 
Invitation to his aunt to move into the new house- 
hold; stories in Weird Tales. 

172, FRANK BELKNAP LONG / MARCH 21, 1924 
ae tie ee relmanuscript of the Houdini story; 
sap ae se om marriage and honeymoon; 
‘oe & a e ce Tales; of Arthur Machen, 
ieee Bist’ Side : 1 & remembered horror of the 
absence of bee ae A lee ans 

. seb pessimism. =e eens Philo- 


RS, 
cine ae are 30, 1924 
Sctute by Will tom his Providence quartets; a 


Irwin; initi 
nitial wi k 
ert eae ules OfK On a 

Can superstitj : book of 
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313 


PT 


318 


ae) 


325 


327 


527, 


329) 


335 


SELECTE 
174. JAMES F. MORTON / MAY 6, 1924 ead 
Of his adjustment to domesticity. 
175. MRS. F. C. CLARK / AUGUST 1, 192 33 
Collapse of his literary stort and Mrs. Lovecraft’ 
millinery venture; financial straits and search for on iLLUS 
position; failure in attempts at salesmanship; 
economizing; lunch with the Longs; reading in 
Prospect Park; answering Help Wanted advertise- 
ments; exploring New York; job-hunting; revision 
work in Central Park; Loveman moving from 
Cleveland. 
176. MRS. F. C. CLARK / AUGUST 20, 1924 a 
Job-hunting and daily programs with his wife; a 
feline convention. 


TRATIONS 


177. MRS. F. C. CLARK / SEPTEMBER 29, 1924 st Frontispiece 
Meeting of the Kalem Club (the Lovecraft circle of FOWARD PHILLIPS LOVECRART Size gs agg. i Hs 
friends) ; an all-night walk with Kirk through CIMEN PAGES OF LOVECRAFT’S LETTERS ...-+-- facing 98-99, 194 
eighteenth century survivals in Greenwich Village te ; 
and Lower Manhattan; a performance of O'Neill's GUNG ALFREDIGAEPIN )</+¢, cocoa doe dog facing 195 
ane 5 Seis ee sold to pay bills; a new lease REINHARDT KLEINER, MRS. SONIA H. GREENE, AND H. P. LOVE- 
of life by Weird Tales; Loveman and Hart Crane in © CRAFT IN BOSTON, I92I ..----+seesseecceettes facing 302 


Brooklyn; with Loveman to the Kalem Club gathering 4 
at Kirk’s; promises from Henneberger; walking- LOVECRAFT'S SILHOUETTE ...----+-++eeeerrtreesrces facing 303 
tours with friends; hack-work from Henneberger; © 
Lovecraft and Loveman call on Hart Crane; on the 
magnificence of the Manhattan skyline; messages 
from Houdini; a tour of the book-stalls; a visit from 
Mrs. Annie Gamwell; Mrs. Lovecraft takes a tem- 
porary position; Houdini’s letter. ' ie 345 
178. MRS. F. C. CLARK / NOVEMBER 4, 1924 
Of the illness of Mrs. Lovecraft and the impending 
dissolution of the household; books bought at = == 
Scribner’s to take up a credit; a tour of exploration 
around Elizabeth, New Jersey; The Shunned House 
| finished; a visit to Hart Crane and a portrait of the 
poet; the Brooklyn waterfront toured with Loveman 
and Crane; an interview; a new long horror story 
begun; Mrs. Lovecraft hospitalized; visits with | 
friends; an all-night session with McNeil and Kirk; 


job-hunting at the Anderson Galleries. 355 


pREFACE 


WHEN Howard Phillips Lovecraft died in 1937, we decided solely on 
the basis of our own cherished correspondence from him to compile 
and publish his letters, once his fiction and poetry had been printed. 
We believed it possible that his ultimate fame might rest fully as much 
upon his letters as upon his tales of supernatural horror, for his niche 
in the domain of the macabre in American literatute seems secute. 

We wrote to his known correspondents, outlining our project. 
Through the months and the years that followed we received parcels 
and bundles of letters in such quantity as to require the fulltime service 
of a stenographer merely to copy the portions edited from them. It be- 
came obvious that virtually every individual who had ever had occasion 
to write to Lovecraft had prized and preserved his letters and postcards. 
It also became evident that by far the majority of his epistolary output 
not only still existed but amounted to an unprecedented total, beyond 
anything we had imagined when we undertook the project. 

The work of compiling, arranging, and re-editing the letters contin- 
ued for a full quarter-century. Eventually more than fifty typescript- 
volumes, each of approximately a hundred pages of single-space typing, 
were copied from the Lovecraft letters alone, apart from countless post- 
cards that he sent out from various sites of his antiquarian explorations 
into Colonial America—Salem, Marblehead, Newport, Providence, 
Boston, New York, Charleston, St. Augustine, and by-ways of pre-rev- 
olutionary New England. A full set of these transcribed letters is des- 
tined for deposit with the John Hay Library at Brown University, Prov- 
idence, Rhode Island, where many of Lovecraft’s original letters are 
preserved, 

Lovecraft was not familiar to the general public during his lifetime. 
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nd effortless sponta- 


if xxii 
i He was know 
i gepand Vey to the readers of Wei SELECTED LETTERS qpEctEp ** 
his macabre anus Stories, magazines tae Tales, Astounding § ecraft habitually wrote letters with direct a ( 
serve his letters? n. Why, then, did hi ich had published the eit Lover never made first drafts to be copied and polished before 
been such ts? Rarely in the lon me correspondents so zealous] of nelly: ept copies for his ow? files. But where long and detailed 
style, th a spontaneous tribut ss istory of epistolography ha: 7 Pie. maili9bs projected, he used 2 brief memorandum as 4 guide, listing 
, the scholarly knowled e by so many recipients to th S thete a th rincipal subjects to be covered, and noting ancillary en- 
ge, and the special characteristics : pe in ord id, however, write down for his own use full accounts 0 
a dost e through various sites preserving colonial architecture, 
ate xceptionally long and vivid nightmares. When occasion 
j pied verbatim these formal essays and memora- 
text in the structure of 


thor’s letters. 
m in con 


Even in i 
their mer y y V w 
el ph sical 
aspects Lo ecraft’s 1 
> etters ere ni 
ote- 
hteenth Centuty 


} worthy. Exce 
i P t for a few ss 
typewritten, th ou) [BESET o business matt ; 
legible iy hosing s eee ly holographic, penned a : sana a 
script. : ut 
a sheet to the edges eeu oe ye covered both sia more than OFF tg feeling of id tification with Eig 
wo See of unused space. : ‘ rdinary feeling of identt 
uld draw a diagram, the outside of a house, ee sie: Ripe E His ed bi a his own aesthetic satisfaction to employ the spell- 
echwork, but he made ae eae othe Ae and usages of that era His letters therefore habitually contain 
2 oy A ellings Ji “civilisation, honour, traffick, enthus’d’”’, the ampersand 
ital for “and”, and the long letter “S” typical of Eighteenth Centu- 


ae embellish a letter with skt 
talent at drawing or art. Qui 
: te often he dated his letters in the Ei 
: e Eight- 
eenth ee with which he had so strong 4 feeling of Make 
or used characters of the Greek alphabet for his signature, as in his coe 
the Latin equivalent 


printed in this book in 
for next to Hight- on s 
into epistolary 


that occupied 
e diversion of energy ! 
tasks so that 


respondence with Kleiner, 
as ,““Theobaldus”’. Latin phrases frequently occur, 
eenth Century England he felt a strong kinship with classical Rome, d 
: z ‘. friends, awa. 
Sometimes he drew signs of ee i wishing to help free him from extraneous 
he could devote more time to the creation of new tales of cosmic hot- 
his letters until weeks had 


tus and the Caesars. 
that dwindled, a new 


or the characters 0 
f some unknown language © 


f a Russian word, or even 
f his own in- 


the Rome of Augus 


cabalistic ritual or magic, 
change of corresp 


passed. But for every &X 
f his stories wrote 


strange whorls and seriphs 0 
vention. These peculiarities of his letters have not proved feasible to 
cafry over into the printed text. aes | oe 3 me rey began as admirers 0 
During 4 summer afternoon in 1927; with 4 friend in Roget Wil- cae ee ol 
liams P. ark in P. rovidence, Lovecraft took with him a briefcase Yet Lovecraft himself apparently had little awareness of the im- 
while resting 0? a patk bench, was observ ed to. write fons a mense total of his letters. And nowhere among them, or in the recollec- 
and five letters of two to four sheets each in 4 period of 4 ak Hy tion of living persons who knew him, did he show that he attached any 
hours. He often mentioned to friends and correspondents ae _yalue to them or gave 4 thought to their ever being preserved, com- 
enned an average of fifteen letters Pet day 19 addition i P he. piled, and published. On the contrary, when one of the various friends 
Some of his letters, howevel; © ended to oe > ele epistles ee visited him in Providence in 1927 remarked that his letters were 
sheets of typing paper closely covered on bat ‘ es Beet © ay “elena file, he seemed both astonished and a little amused, 
that required days to complete and ounted [0 see rigsi¥es i ae that he himself seldom retained any letters he received, adding 
athe equivalent of a 200-P28° ook. ese = gnatters of nae ets were, after all, but one form of social conversation. 
ro of con side of 2 debate © aint Peas expressed attitude—of looking upon letters as kind of convet- 
the el poration of espe: sation, is pethaps the basic explanation for his vast output of them. 


travelogues, e 
f historical verity, Of 


hiloso hic in : 
pa pe fi tea eieped nightmares. 


a re 


col; easons fo . ; 
his life. t their existence stem from the basic fabric of 


His own thorou : : 
Saye ae - his genealogy, childhood, and biogra. 
Nevenics tc ee ie to Reinhardt Kleiner, under date of 
gust 20, 1890, the cae child wide eae sees boo 
lips, in the Phillips home at Angell S eo, a ee 
Cigke a akifcd at : 494 Be ; treet, in Providence, A pteco- 
gitted child of vivid imagination, he learned the alph b 
two, before five was reading i ly i eae 
be i incessantly in the well-stocked family |i. 
ty, and by seven years of age was practising the writing out of hi 
own deeds of adventure and daring-do, i 
In 1892 his father broke down—Lovecraft believed of a paralytic 
stroke, but hospital records indicate paresis: he died in hospital in 1898, 
Lovecraft himself was of frail health, beset by nervous tensions, fre- 
quent and prolonged headaches, insomnia, and nightmares. But he was 
born with an intense curiosity, a thirst for knowledge, a superior intel- 
lect, and a phenomenal memory. He never forgot anything he experi- 
enced or read in the world of reality, or dreamed in the deeps of his 
nightmares. He could recall, many years after an event, not only the 
persons present, their clothing and conversation, but the smell and taste 
of foods, the touch of objects, the sounds of music or voices. He te- 
membered similarly his dreams in their entirety of color, sound, taste, 
touch and smell as completely as were they actual occurrences. 
Because of his poor health, his school attendance was erratic. He re- 
ceived his grammar-school education at the Slater Avenue School in 
Providence, where he became engrossed in chemistry and astronomy. 
But his indifferent health prevented him from making the usual child- 
hood friends or partaking in games, and his own rapid progress in 
reading and writing beyond his years gave him both a satisfactory sub- 
stitute for social activities and a preference for the company of adults. 
He was thus for long periods a solitary child, though not a lonely one, 
reading incessantly or writing of lurid adventures in his fiction, writing 
of scientific fact in articles on chemistry, astronomy, and history. On 
one hand he sought knowledge, truth, and facts about the universe; of 
the other he devised imaginative escapes from reality. ‘ 
He entered Hope Street High School in 1908, but ill-health again 


caused prolonged absences. His 


first printed work, an attack on astrology, 


‘ -, the Providence 
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s 
sine for June 3°, 1906. In 
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pLEC , . 
y astronomical article to 


Sun-Journal 
6, he began contributing 4 monthl 
06, 3 

d have matricu- 
igh school, Lovecraft shoul 
ae i uncertainty of his health prevented 
d ended. Still prey to headaches, insomnia, 
and with an allergy to cold temperatures 
‘or him to venture outdoors when the 
inued to live largely in se- 
If an outsider in his time, 
though he had been 


Brown 


it: his formal education ha 
oie ervous weakness, 


j f 
it ph sically dangerous * 
oe ene ava 20° Fahrenheit, ee 
ae reading and writing. He felt hims 
pa affinity for the Eighteenth Century as 
wi 
ies too late. ; ; 
Laney Stade and destroyed many detective stories and su 
re fter his articles on astronomy 


since childhood. But a : 
ea ea he ceased writing fiction, and in 1908 burned oe re 
ee of his youthful stories, save for two, which he preserved as 
mai 


» is j ilia. 
“tolerable ae Ss ee tld opened to him. He became a 
oe of i United Amateur Press Association which, with its ie 
the National Amateur Press Association, were precursors of the little 
magazines of the years to come. They were made up of aspiting au- 
thors, poets, journalists, printers, and private press publishers, many of 
whom were able to print their own work as well as that of fellow- 
members. Through the United, and its own official publication of the 
same name, Lovecraft began to make new friends, and to attend meet- 
ings of members in the Boston area, where he met Miss Winifred V. 
Jackson and Mrs. Anne Renshaw. 

He had for several years been writing verses, often satires, in the 
Eighteenth Century mode of heroic couplets. Some of these now began 
to make their appearance in the pages of the amateur press magazines 
ot in annuals and booklets issued by members of the United Amateur 
Press Association. Through the Association, he became acquainted with 
the Printer-author W. Paul Cook, who persuaded him to resume the 
gee of fiction, the first results of which were The Tomb and Dagon 
uae ne Les he also began to turn to literary revision for 
list of apa and thus added further to his increasing 

at now included Maurice W. Moe, a high 


len By er 
gthy letters whenever he was away from Providence he now wrot 


Apart from revision i 
new ital fantasy pte nh eh Gee to write 

ome Brew in 1 2I provi i = et 2 ly named 
West: Radiator, cnieae ns ae Tecmo of Herbert 
from amateur ptessdom. By this time Lgieeiate ae a recruit 
short trips of exploration through colonial towns near rae ae 
it was not until 1922 that he made his first long tri pee 

a ip—to Cleveland t 
visit Samuel Loveman, who showed him the drawings and 4 
Clark Ashton Smith, the California fantaisist. patahed i pele 
ae aig ea oe a kindred soul, Lovecraft wrote a letter of 
mith’s reply launched another lifelong exchange 

of correspondence. 

When the magazine Weird Tales began publication in 1923, Love- 

craft for the first time knew a specialized market suitable for his horror 
stories, and after the editor accepted his Dagon, he found the stimulus 
for writing new fiction. Additional acceptances by Weird Tales, and a 
promising future outlook led him to move to New York in March, 
1924, where he married Mrs. Sonia H. Greene. The Lovecrafts took up 
residence in Brooklyn. 
_ Almost at once, all prospects vanished. Mrs. Greene’s millinery shop 
collapsed as a business venture. Weird Tales went heavily into debt and 
came close to bankruptcy before new financing and a change in editori- 
al direction revived it, By August, the financial plight of the Lovecrafts 
had become serious. Lovecraft’s efforts to find work were unstinting. 
He answered “Help Wanted” advertisements and himself inserted this 
advertisement in the New York Times— 

WRITER AND REVISER, free-lance, desires “regular and permanent 


salaried connection with any responsible enterprise requiring literary setv- 
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correct and fluent text 
It, intricate and exten- 
e or verse; woul 

nds rapid 
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th such proofrea 
hical accura 
ties of English 
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blic speaker and editor. 


he composed and circulated this letter: 


American pu 
the same time 
ent “seems somewhat unusual 
I trust that the circum- 
te what would otherwise 
ne wherein certain definitely mar- 
nconventional manner if they 
ds commercial experience & 
ard the application of any 
fessional service in a given 


on for employme 
cies, & advertising, 
ay help to mitiga' 


se ae pnprovoked applicati 
in these days of system, agen 
ces surrounding this one Mm ; 
ee btrusive forwardness. The case 1S 0 
y si aptitudes must be put forward in an wi 
es desiide the current fetish which deman 
ews prospective employers to Steer pas 
situation-seeker unable to boast of specie P 


line. 
The notion that not even a man of culti 


possibly acquire rapid effectiveness in ee 
own routine, would seem to be a naive one; Sites eer Rade 
me most emphatically what 4 widespread superstition it is. Since com- 

mencing, two months ago, 4 quest for work for which I am naturally & 

scholastically well fitted, I have answered nearly a hundred advertisements 

without so much as one chance for a satisfactory hearing—& all, appat- 

ently, because I cannot point to previous employment in the precise indus- 

trial subdivisions represented by the various firms. Faring thus with the 

usual channels, I am at last experimentally taking the aggressive. 

The situation of which I am in search, & which I believe your establish- 
ment might afford, is one where the services of an author, reviser, rewriter, 
critic, reviewer, correspondent, proofreader, typist, or anything else even 
remotely of the sort, are required. In these lines I am prepared to display 
a mature and effective proficiency despite the fact that I have never been 
systematically employed by another; yet am willing, in deference to custom 
& necessity, to begin most modestly, & with the small remuneration which 
novices usually receive. What I wish is an initial foothold; after that I am 
confident that my work will speak for me. \ 

i i om (eer + ee intense fiction, criticism, 
etapa aes a et thorough experience in preparing correct 
problems of ans & nBRESy 6 Mesting the Mosk difficult & intricate 

This free-lance imate Bs ae Pek pines arr 
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d ever so slightly outside his 
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exchanging it fo 


ual 


Square pegs find square holes. And by th 
I am sure that there an 
Peg as proverbial metaphor 
Hoping—rashl 
, ; Y or not—to hear from you & t i 
tunity for displaying my industrial qualifications, I a girs 
Very truly yours 


All was in vain. Economic necessity f ; 
possessions. His wife became ill ad ene d ea 
vember of 1924, in the last letter in this initial ati nf the the a; 
ae Lovecraft wrote to his aunt, Mrs. Clark, of the impeats fe 
Te Sale Amer orgies 
stoic fortitude and a detachm Ree: ome eo ee 

t ent as though he were an outsider looking 
at the tribulations of someone else. He accepted the bitter realities like 
any other truths. And he recorded them with the same objective, mat- 
ter-of-fact thoroughness that he gave to happier and more aesthetically 
satisfying experiences. 

Lovecraft’s letters were always written as if he were conversing with 
the person he addressed. His language was the same that he used in 
actual speech, and those who talked with him vouch that his vocabu- 
lary, phrasing, sentences, and orderly methods of discussion were as 
erudite as his letters, and that his letters were indeed for him but a 
form of written speech. With few congenial acquaintances in Provi- 
dence, and limited opportunity for social discourse, he conversed by 
mail with kindred souls at a distance. 

The sheer quantity of his letters made them chronicle, diary, and au: 
tobiography. Whatever experiences befell him, and with the cumulative 
range of his encyclopedic knowledge added to his powers of imagina- 
tters in the same way that other people talk 


a fuller Oppor- 


tion, he penned in his le 


ERS : le was 
crED © Us . jives. His a ding and tem 
gELE t theif ducation, re4 & d 
the dail Cee ticular b round, S f subjects that aboun 
about of his own Pat prnall; mantels Oo ed habit and 
produa ‘ ae informal aoe are the offshoots of ingrain 
amen “ correspon’ 
pet out his cof Aahis letters €X- 
ehrouge i Li have revised and altere altera- 
pteraty dISOP Lovecraft would 02 lication. We have made no 
very likely foreseen their publication. esent them here 4s he 
tensively ! he had the text reproduced. bi i ee task, we believe as 
in and ardau - 
ot a very long ane one of the 
sie poe ‘a Howard Phillips Lovecraft was 
Sen. e began, 
we did interesting epistolarians 
world’s most 1n AuGuUST DERLETH 


DoNALD WANDREI 


January 71 79 65 


SELECTED LETTERS 


SE ree 
7 Te 


H. P. LovecraFT 


Thursday Nov. 3% 1911 


If, as you start toward Lillies’ festive spread, 
oring loudly in my bed, 


Awake me not, for I would fain repose, 
vate slumbers doze. 


But lest I starve, 

Leave here 4 dish of Quaker Puffed Wheat, 
Or breakfast biscuit, which, it matters not, 
out of bed I’ve got- 


erchance should stay, 


Thus to complete a glorious festive day, 


Announce the 
That whilst you eat, I may pr 
H. P. Lovecraft 


Written on Thanksgiving day HPL. 
“When I went to Lillies’ to dinner & he was asleep—" 


2, TO MAURICE W. MOE 
598 Angell St. 


Providence, R. I. 
December 8, 1914 


Dear Sit:— 
, Through Mr. Daas, I learn that you would ‘like to see me get away 
a the heroic couplet, and see what I could do in other forms’. I fear 
: i ; cs beyond me thus to leave a form of expression on which 
Aas ve arity instinct, and in which nearly all my rhythmical 
ee rdics oe aha of Antaeus depended on his contact 
Bees sss Ge ; 42 oes any possible merit in my verses depend on 
see a is regular and time-honoured measure. Take the 
y, and nothing remains. I have no real poetic ability, and all 
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SELECTED LE 
that saves my verse from aa 


on its metrical construction. 


sirie, sel Wei -é 


Now I am Sit 
ete gh cigs that this is no more than downright per. 
Not in the tinsel of fceing Mee cates z Re oF poetry lie 
plets; but in the real richness of ima ad ge eae ae 
Keenness of perception, which are ese 2 mt ate a 
superficial brilliancy; yet I were false and hypocritical, sh oe 
admit my actual preference for th Id age a, py Vo 
I ought to be fra So uns decasyllabics: Very 
a ee aring a powdered wig and knee-breeches. I have writ. 

; octosyllabics like those of Swift, in decasyllabic qua. 
trains, as in Gray’s Elegy, in the old ballad metre of Chevy-Chase, in 
blank verse like Young’s and Thomson’s, and even in anapaests like 
those in Beattie’s Hermit, but only in the formal couplet of Dryden 
and Pope can I really express myself. Once I privately tried imitations 
of modern poets, but turned away in distaste. Their vocabulary and 
technic alike seem utterly strange to an ancient like myself. 

I wonder if you care for the science of Astronomy? This has been a 
source of fascination to me for twelve years—just half my life. For the 
past eight years, ever since I was sixteen, I have contributed to the local 
press a series of regular monthly astronomical articles, the two latest of 
which, from The Providence Evening News, I herewith enclose. Re- 
cently a quack named Hartmann, a devotee of the pseudo-science of 
Astrology, commenced to disseminate the usual pernicious fallacies of 
that occult art through the columns of The News, so that in the inter- 
ests of true Astronomy I was forced into a campaign of invective and 
satire. I began seriously, with Science versus Charlatanry, which I fol- 
lowed up with The Falsity of Astrology, but eventually the stupid per- 
sistence of the modern Nostradamus forced me to adopt ridicule as my 
weapon. I thereupon went back to my beloved age of Queen Anne for 
a precedent, and decided to emulate Dean Swift's famous attacks on 
the astrologer Partridge, conducted under the nom de plume of Isaac 


Bickerstaffe (or Bickerstaff—I have s 
ingly I published a satirical article w 
emn gravity the most nonsenical collection of wild 
brain could conceive; the whole entitled Astrology and 
signed “Isaac Bickerstaffe, Jr.” I there “predicted 


een it spelled both ways). Accord- 
herein I gave with an air of sol- 
prophecies that my 
the Future, and 
the end of the 
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es in the year 4954. Hartmann 
ously, and kept up his 
ther Bickerstaffe paper 
me more open toward the end. In this final 
4 Astrology, 1 explained how the human 
the destruction of the earth, by transporta- 
ptuse intellect of the charlatan 


f this ponderous prophecy, 
ble 
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van's Comet an 
reserved after 
Venus! Even the 0 


d the sarcastic nature 0 


the planet 
nflict his false notions on 4 gulli 


ave discovere ‘ 
eae has now quietly ceased to 1 
of 


sblic. ly yours, 
p Very truly y H. P. Lovecraft. 


3, TO MAURICE W- MOE 598 Angell Street 
Providence, R. I. 


January I, 1915 
My Dear Mr. Moe:— 


eee ®t 


High School; Mary; and Winfield, father of the present writer. My 
father was educated both privately, and at a military school, making 
modern languages his specialty. 

Turing to my maternal ancestors; from whom my middle name is 
derived, we find a typical line of New-England Yankees. The first 
ae of this branch came to Rhode Island from Lincolnshire in the 
: €t patt of the seventeenth century, and established himself in the 

éstern part of the colony, afterward the town of Foster. My great- 


amet 


"? 


tiie Gamwell, Associate Editor of Th 
2 ee: and Aunt Lillian were both e 
Eo e ie Massachusetts, and are both accomplished land ' 
oil. My Aunt Lillian also attended the State Ni Saat 
was for some time a teacher, J , eae ienre 
neaiee n 1873 my grandfather dis ‘ 
interests at Gree eee 
te ne, and removed to Providence, wh 
a a oe a ee estate business. At the time of his death a oll 
resident igati : 
sopetlton of The Owyhee Land and Irrigation Co., an Idaho 
Sarah S. Phillips and Winfield Lovecraft were married on June 
1889, and on August 20, 1890, the only child, Howard Phillips Lind 
craft, was born at the Phillips home, No. 454 Angell Street, Prove 
dence. The Lovecrafts soon afterward took up their residence in Au- 
burndale, Massachusetts. . . 


» HOw wife of M, 


e Boston Bud 8et and Beacon 


ducated at Wheaton Seminary 


to insomnia and an overstrained nervous system, which took him to the 
hospital for the remaining five years of his life. He was never after- 
ward conscious, and my image of him is but vague. This of course dis- 
rupted all plans for the future, caused the sale of the home site in Au- 
burndale, and the return of my mother and myself to the Phillips home 
in Providence. Here I spent all the best years of my childhood. The 
house was a beautiful and spacious edifice, with stable and grounds, the 
latter approaching a park in the beauty of the walks and trees. 

As a child I was very peculiar and sensitive, always preferring the 
society of grown persons to that of other children. I could not keep 
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: +, Boston, May 
pn devoted love 


my, 
pought by Tas sity WAS a ver of astronomy: 


where she was 


educated; 
he skies, it 


my affection for ce 


t I owe : : 
as of the Heavens 18 today the most prize 
4 
LO ec a: my delight until at the age of seven I 
Grimm's Fairy Tales were See ve sintnitian gles autiales. 


chanced upon Hawthorne's 


Then and there began an undying passion for classical mythology, 


which was soon increased by Bulfinch's Age of Fable. All the world 
became ancient Greece to me; I looked for Naiades in the fountain on 
ak the shrubbery for fear of harming the 


the lawn, and forebore to bre 
Dryades. My attempts at versification, of which I made the first at the 
age of six, now took on a crude, internally rhyming ballad metre, and I 


sang of the exploits of Gods and Heroes. .. . About this time I tried at- 
tendance at school, but was unable to endure the routine. 

Naturally, the quotations in Bulfinch led me to a perusal of the clas- 
sics in translation, and in particular of that marvellous literary mosaic 
known as Garth’s Ovid. This is of course wholly in heroic couplets, 
Dryden and Addison contributing the best parts. The even decasyllabic 
thythm seemed to strike some responsive chord in my brain, and I 
forthwith became wedded to that measure in which most of my subse- 
set vem sake a cast. I now sought everything within my 

e age of the classical translators. The books 
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Which I used w, 


SELE 
: CTED LETTER, 


te Not modern feprints, but m: 
By some freak of childish p 
» and to date everything two centuries 

» Gent., 1698”, etc, 


usty old volumes Written 


Latin came quite natura 


li 
S, and grandfather he ie 


Iped me 


of musing over past granduer, 


W. 
hen I was ten I set to work to delete every modern word from m 
s/ 


vocabulary, and to this end adopted an "s Dicti 

which was for some time my ay stem nes usu 
thors combined to form my literary diet. About this period I eich a 
an interest in the science of Chemistry, and established a Labora 
the cellar. Later on I became fairly proficient in elementa ict ‘ 
analysis. At the age of twelve my style ae 


both in prose and verse was s 
far formed, that I think you could recognise my workmanship afi 
teading my present efforts. 


In 1902 I tried school again, this time with greater success, for I 
succeeded in graduating from the grammar grades. In January, 1903, as- 
tronomy began to engross me completely. I procured a small telescope, 
and surveyed the heavens constantly. Not one clear night passed with- 
out long observation on my part, and the practical, first-hand knowl- 
edge thus acquired has ever since been of the highest utility to me in 
my astronomical writing. In August 1903 (though I knew nothing of 
the press associations) I commenced to publish an amateur paper called 
The R. I. Journal of Astronomy, writing it by hand, and duplicating it 
on a hectogtaph. This I continued for four years, first as a weekly, later 
as a monthly. I was now under the instruction of a private tutor. 

My two uncles-in-law, Dr. Clark and Mr. Gamwell, both Brown 
University men, stimulated my intellectual activities immensely. Dr. 
Clark is a physician and student of the highest type, whose articles have 
had a wide circulation in medical journals, whilst Mr. Gamwell is an 
editor and all-around literary man of very thorough scholarship. 

In 1904 the death of my beloved maternal grandfather broke up the 
home at 454 Angell St., and caused my mother and myself to take o 
present smaller quarters at No. 598 on the same thoroughfare. Here 


9 
is aged 
TTERS mes Pyke and his ag 
gpuEcte> 9 closet ¢ atact with the Baer but who were ee 
0 5 , s 
ht into ad alway e my old-fas 
i 24 Mr. Pyke could sary Pith difficulty 
othe or neig dmitted that I co 
t a ] to me. 
oa i wt AG so pontaneous and = 1 Sho where I 
jone de of sar red the Hope Street Hig if mpathy and 
€ S 
a : ae t fof teachers, each one # iia For a yeat 
a ae jrable s get nervous and retiring fe er fa PAGS: 
foun sanding for an 4 fall curriculum, but during Be) 
ynders Jlowed the fu. bsent myself for long P 
, half I fo d by ill health to abs ical ingenuity 
dance Was forced Dy jal course as pedagogical inge 
atten ‘ece out 45 good a spe ved to Latin, Ancient History, 
= se 1 was particularly gee 
might c emistry- . My first printed piece 


, and Ch “ into print” . i 
as while (oe) ama eas present work in that a 
was 2 brief oe ts The Providence Sunday J] ournal. Jn ANIA ae . 
rection, publishee *9 s of monthly astronomical articles in The Provi- 
I commenced ; abe an to contribute miscellany to The Edis 
dence Tribune, and D&B hich my mother’s family had taken 


country paper W 
fie pang they lived at Greene. Later I changed my ais! 
pie The Tribune to The News (where I obtained more fa- 
artic: 


yourable space) and was deprived of my other medium through its fail- 
iscontinuance. 

a ee wd have entered Brown University, but the broken 
state of my health rendered the idea absurd. I was and am a prey to in- 
tense headaches, insomnia, and general nervous weakness which pfe- 
vents my continuous application to any thing. For a time I tried a cor- 
respondence course in chemistry, but soon realised that regular duties 
were not for me. 

_.. Though I love to hear music, I have no true musical taste; I 
studied the violin for two years, but could not bear the monotony of 
practice, In pictorial art I am utterly unversed. Of Greek I have only 
the batest rudiments, and but little more of French. German repelled 
me so much that I know nothing of it. The few words of Spanish 
sey know are of little more consequence, though I love the stately 
ee a a co Mathematics I detest, and only a supreme 
2 ae de gained for me the highest marks in Algebra and 

fy at school, In everything I am behind the times. Contemporary 


Io 


literature and dram 
and social ideals are 


Tica from England, and through the influence of her d 3 
ei i 


of the 
ares ee oi ae could be expected from one reared in 
TEE ee a ae een outside the three states of Rho de Isl a 
. onnecticut! . . . d, 
I remain, as ever, 
Your obt. servt. 
H. P. Lovecraft 


4. TO MAURICE W. MOE 
598 Angell St. 
Providence, R. I. 
January 16, 1915 


My dear Mr. Moe:— 


My theological beliefs are likely to startle one who has imagined me 
an orthodox adherent of the Anglican Church. My father was of that 
faith, and was married by its rites, yet, having been educated in my 
mother’s distinctively Yankee family, I was early placed in the Baptist 
sunday school. There, however, I soon became exasperated by the liter- 
al Puritanical doctrines, and constantly shocked my preceptors by ex- 
that was taught me. It became evident that 


a religious cast, for the much exhorted 
not long 


pressing scepticism of much 


my young mind was not of 
“simple faith” in miracles and the like came not to me. I was 


forced to attend the Sunday school, but read much in the Bible from 
sheer interest. The more I read the Scriptures, the more foreign they 
seemed to me. I was infinitely fonder on the Graeco-Roman mythology, 
and when I was eight astounded the family by declaring myself 4 


Roman pagan. Religion struck me so vague a thing at best, that y 
dvantage of any one system over ‘any other. I ha 


could perceive no a a 
really adopted a sort of Pantheism, with the Roman gods as personi 


attributes of deity. . - - 


If 


betwixt Pantheism and rationalism. J am 


denying anything. - - - 


(0) ni waver 
jnions av’ 
i i 4 nor 
a ve neither afhirmin, 

? 


gpBct® 


My pres 


0: . 
a sort of 960 I remain 


: ly yours 
very sincers'Y YH. P. Lovecraft, 


i REINHARD aera March 28, 1915 

5: 
. Kleiner:— 2 8 
i in verse. 

‘- of the 18th century both in prose an 

ee " malt defective, for I love nothing better than the 
i ts of Dryden and Pope, unless it be the stately 
Ch ave read less of the 


te) : I h 
f Thomson’s Seasons. In prose, 
Sn of the essayists and historians. I suppose I picked 

nov up my 


Jiar style from Addison, Steele, Johnson, and Gibbon. 
a for modern forms or tendencies, and am 


bsolutely no use : 
ae eed h language has done nothing but de- 


ly of opinion that the Englis : 
elas ae formal school of composition disappeared. The romantic 


movement in poetry is a vague unreality to me. I admire the later poets 
because they are considered admirable and I am supposed to admire 
them; but inwardly I cannot be weaned away from my old-fashioned 
couplets. You will soon see in Daas’s forthcoming paper, Here and 
There, a specimen of my earlier, rougher verse, written several years. 
ago in the style of Dryden, with many rhymes which are merely allow- 
able, and with a free use of triplets and Alexandrines. . 


1 am certainl 
My taste in poet 
resounding coup 


Iremain .. - 
Very sincerely yours, 
ee HP Lovecraft 


6. TO REINHARDT KLEINER } 

My dear Kleiner: — August 10, 1915. 

From your hint t . ins re 

’ din I : * 

tera regarding Isaacson I imagine that my reply will 
"y much from the apologetic form! I can sitions ee 


= 


Altr 


would cer. 
© plenty to 


tai ; 

eee fighting under the Union Jack if able, but shall hay 
y about the decadent cowardice responsible for the propaoat: 

Peace ideas. Peace is the ideal of a dying nation; a broken fais a 


oe 


I remain 
Very sincerely yours, 
- HP Lovecraft 


7. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
Sept. 14, 191 
My dear Kleiner:— Pt 


Impromptu verse, or “poetry’”’ to order, is easy only when approached 
in the coolly prosaic spirit. Given something to say, a metrical mechanic 
like myself can easily hammer the matter into technically correct verse, 
substituting formal poetic diction for real inspiration of thought. For 
instance, I lately received a post-card bearing the picture of swans on a 
placid stream. Desiring to reply in appropriate verse, I harked back to the 
classic myth of Phaéthon and Cygnus, handling it as follows: 


On Receiving a Picture of Swans 


With pensive grace, the melancholy Swan 

Mourns o’er the tomb of luckless Phaéthon; 

On grassy banks the weeping poplars wave, 

And guard with tender care the wat'ry grave. 
Would that I might, should I too proudly claim 
An Heav'nly parent, or a God-like fame; 

When flown too high, and dash’d to depths below, 


Receive such tribute as a Cygnus’ woe! 


13 
ET ie 
ae ithful bird, that dumbly floats ” g. 
Agi the deeper for his want of song: 
Sighs 4 ae 
i i bout 10 minutes for composition ) 
oe a I remain 
Your obt. Servt. 
HPLovecraft 
g, TO REINHARDT KLEINER as 


My dear Kleiner:— 


of the Movies is delight 
oe the following companion-poem, 


Ilustrious screen entertainer: 
To Charlie of the Comics 


ful—so much so that it has in- 
dedicated to an- 


spired 
other i 


You trip and tumble o’er the sheet 

That holds your lifelike image. 

You shuffle your prodigious feet 

Through love-scene, chase, or scrimmage. 
As, gazing on each comic act, 

I stare at your perfection, 

I find it hard to face the fact 

That you're a mere projection. 


I've seen you as an artist rare, 
With brush and paint-smear’d palette; 
I've seen you fan the empty air 
With ill-intention’d mallet. 
I've watch’d you woo a winsome fay, 
| ae must a dream to her be) 
ut ne’er have caught you in a 
Without that seceded a 


Dear lad, I trust i 
, your happiness 
May be like that you give 2 
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And since ripe years the mirthful bless 
That you may long outlive us. 
May you the smiles of Fortune see, 

Nor know what want of cash is, 

And may your times of trouble be 

As short as your moustaches! 


I'd like to meet you, Charles, old chap, 
Though vast the space dividing; 

Yet I must merely sit and clap 

At your fantastic gliding. 

But though you're far away, we know, 
You still have pow’r to rouse us: 

Your films can pack a picture-show 
That's roomy as your trousers! 


How is this for a 15-minute impromptu? You need not criticise the 
“rouse us’”’—“‘trousers” rhyme—it is not meant to be perfect—merely 


dllowable. 
Unda 


Or, The Bride of the Sea. 


Respectfully Dedicated without Permission to 
MAURICE WINTER MOE, Esq. 


A Dull, Dark, Drear, Dactylic Delirium in Sixteen Silly, 
Senseless, Sickly Stanzas _ 


($5000.00 Reward for the Apprehension, Alive or Dead, of the Person 
or Persons who can prove that This is the Work of 


HOWARD PHILLIPS LOVECRAFT 
: —o—o— is 4 
“Ego, canis, lunam cano”... « ° 
» *MAEVIUS BAVIANUS. 
—o—o—o—o—o—o—o—o0—0—o—o— 
Black loom the crags of the uplands behind me. 
Dark are the sands of the far-stretching shore. 


LE 
TTERs gELECTE 


TERS , 
iat ind me 
the pathways and rocks that rem 
et ay RE the lost nevermore. 


diy of yeafs in ee 3 
et ocean on wave-polish’d boulder; 
e 


amiliar to me. 
and f: bent to my shoulder, 


de of the Sea. 


soft Japs th ¥ 
js the soun 

ee re her head ee 

Walk’d I with Unda, the Bri : 
as the morn of my youth yh I met ef, 

the breeze that blew in o’er the brine. 

'd in Love's strongest fetter, 

d she glad to be mine. 


Bright w 
Sweet as 
Swift was I captur 
Glad to be hers, an 


Never a question ask’d I whence she wander'd, 
Never a question ask'd she of my birth: 


Happy as children, we thought not nor ponder’d, . 
Glad with the bounty of ocean and earth. 


Once when the moonlight play’d soft ’mid the billows, 
High on the cliff o’ver the waters we stood. 

Bound was her hair with a garland of willows, 
Pluck’d by the fount in the bird-haunted wood. 


Strangely she gaz’d on the surges beneath her, 
Charm'd by the sound, or entranc’d by the light. 
Then did the waves a wild aspect bequeath her, 

Stern as the ocean and weird as the night. 


Coldly she left me, astonish’d and weeping, 

Standing alone ’mid the regions she bless’d: 

Down, ever downward, half gliding, half creeping, 
Stole the sweet Unda in oceanward quest. 


Calm 8tew the sea, and tumultuous beating 

Turn’d to a tipple, as Unda the fair 

area the wet sands in affectionate greeting, 
eckon’d to me, and no longer was there! 


Lo . 
a se I Pace by the banks where she vanish’d: 
mb’d the moon, and descended again. 


for m i 
deserts and sail’d distant sa ‘i 


€ss onward | stumble, 
Seeking and Pining, scarce heeding m 
Now have | stray’d where the wide 
Back to the scene of the lost yesterday, 


Lo! the ted moon from the ocean’s low hazes 
Rises in ominous §tandeur to view, 

Strange is its face as my tortur’d eye pazes 
O’er the vast reaches of sparkle and blue. 


Y way, 
waters rumble, 


Straight from the moon to the shore where I’m sighing 
Grows a bright bridge, made of wavelets and beams, 
Frail may it be, yet how simple the trying; 

Wand’ring from earth to the orb of sweet dreams. 


What is yon face in the moonlight appearing ; 
Have J at last found the maiden that fled ? 

Out on the beam-bridge my footsteps are nearing 
Her whose sweet beckoning hastens my tread. 


Currents surround me, and drowsily swaying, 
Far on the moon-path I seek the sweet face. 
Eagerly hasting, half panting, half praying, 
Forward I reach for the vision of grace. 


Murmuring waters about me are closing, 
Soft the sweet vision advances to me: 
Done are my trials; my heart is reposing 
i i Sea. 
th my Unda, the Bride of the : 
ana d I remain 


‘ae 


i recent! 
a ht FR ae =F 


Very Sincerely ae ei: 


geen a. 


ee) eee ees 


Nov. 25, 1915 


been criticised very 
toward men of conservative 
f 


: ing a Mastet’s 

imself, died in Harvard, taking > ‘ 

hims mad that he overstu take only Bachelor's hon 
a 0 eee 

ee a time that most young ae 4 sane human limitations. 

> e reviles, for his 

tal endeav- 


He has doubtless 


blem. - - : 
Morton 1S ie Pd thereby made bitte: 


ee rch and unceasing men 


has been a life of conscientious Ae nd his declining years must not 
He is to be tolerated gently, e ded by the self-defence 
oe ith any more criticism than 1s deman ed by a 
be vexed with any thize with Morton in many ways. a 
of his victims. I can sympa ; n but I deem it dangerous to tamper 
an otthodox disciple of religion, Be al to morality. Whatever may be 
sa Te hea aur op ae yet been surpassed or nearly 
faults of the church, 1 : s 
aie as an agent for the promotion of virtue. And the aa, ee 
applies to our present social system. It has its defects, but is evidently 
natural growth, and better fitted to preserve an approximate civilization 
than any Utopian scheme conjured up over night by some artifically 
thinking radical. As to races, I deem it most proper to recognise the 
divisions into which Nature has gtouped mankind. Science shows us 
the infinite superiority of the Teutonic Aryan over all others, and it 
therefore becomes us to see that his ascendancy shall remain undisput- 
ed. Any tacial mixture can but lower the result. The Teutonic race, 
aes pas eacreie other parts of the continent, England, or 
teration ma c Speen Of humanity, and its wanton and deliberate adul- 
claborately staged saa ed Seno Ee ulsive to consider than the 
manic and Baar Suicide pow. being conducted, wherein Ger- 
stead of uniting apai Cutons are striving to annihilate each other in- 
tal... 8 4gainst the Mongol-tainted Slav or menacing Orien- 


Sore ‘ 

insets I think of facial comb 
‘ance, | believe that certaj 

than others, 
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d 
tutes the bulk SELECT TTER é te, I have adopte 
. of th ED Ler pep LE ou will note, 
alien blood then’: € French Population, is much TERS sELEC oc ago, periwig and all. sa te Pegasuses beneath me, 
1S our colder and more North nore TECeptive t f two centut! eS Z ‘engraving style, wit How would that look 
€tn Teutonic stock 3 the old frontispiece d my family crest above ae ietould really feel at 
remain Os jlo, Pan, 49 f heroic verse? 1 SHOT th- 
; d Apones, f a book o ng in 1715 14 
Sincerely and fraternally “ciog pak Bak ty spirit seems cata ge a late. - 
: 5 e in that gatP, fact is, I was born 20 4 : 
“lovecat than sot. 7 With best wishes, I cemain, a 
Your most obt. humble servt., 
H. P. Lovecraft 
TO. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
My dear Kleiner:— Dec. 6, 1915 


And the F 
that the Ga? ee aU a ae Tat Ooo A 
British Isles. The English are wholly Tetons ty ae in the 
The southern Scotch and Eastern Irish are also of that bleed be bs 
tainly surpass their fellows to the north and west. The Welsh, te 
have no Teutonic blood, are of little account. Had it not been forth 
Teutonic infusion at the beginning of the Dark Ages, southern Europe 
would have been lost. Who were these early “French” kings and heroes 
that founded French civilisation? Teutons, to a man! ... Who were 
the Normans? Teutons of the North. It is pitiful to me to hear apostles 
of equality pipe out that other races can equal this foremost of all—this 
successor to the Roman race in power and virility. Ber 

As you surmise, I am a devotee of the motion picture, since I can at- 
tend shows at any time, whereas my ill health seldom permits me to 
make definite engagements or purchase real theatre tickets in advance, 
Some modern films are really worth seeing, though when I first knew 
moving pictures their only value was to destroy time. Chaplin is 
infinitely amusing—too good for the rather vulgar films he used to F 
pear in—and I hope he will in future be an exponent of more i ; 
comedy. I saw the film Trilby, but it seemed incomplete to me Ne 
I have seen the actual play, and have attached so much importance 


the deep, fiendishly insinuating voice of Svengali. 


y am | convinced 11, TO REINHARDT KLEINER Jan. 20, 1916 
My dear Kleiner :— : ; 
Regarding early reading, I am able to say on a pede oT ae 
a more similar than you imagine. oe Leet ae 

Sass piety interested in science, specialising in geography, (later to 
tS displaced by astronomy), and being a Verne enthusiast. In those 
days I used to write fiction, and many of my tales showed the literary 
influence of the immortal Jules. I wrote one story about that side of the 
moon which is forever turned away from us—using, for fictional pur- 
poses—the Hausen theory that air and water still exist there as the re- 
sult of an abnormal centre of gravity in the moon. I hardly need add 
that the theory is really exploded—I even was aware of that fact at the 
time—but I desired to compose a “thriller”. Some day I may take up 
fiction in the amateur press—revealing a side of my nature hitherto 
ees ae oe When I write stories, Edgar Allan Poe is 
ss eet mle ? ose normal subjects, and frequently deal with the 
- \nly four persons in the association have seen any of my 

sses Ballou and Hefner, and Messrs. Fritter 
ty they saw is my unpublished credential 


d to be able to draw, but I have no talent, and in on 

cannot tell a cow from 4 locomotive. But ee 

I have just been trying my hand and fountain Ee 
myself just as I would like to be—4 


I always wante 
of my pictures you 
on by your example, 
in an endeavour to represent 


Sir, yr. most obt. humble servt, 
H. P. Lovecraft 
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Pope, and has been called “the Modern Pope”. But Miss Guiney fol. 


gu 
2 Pp 
lowed va, er literary deities of whom the Miltonic Spirit Chaos seems 


is eer a are detective stories very often, the works of A. Conan 

hg. my model so far as plot was concerned. But Poe was my 
God of Fiction. I used to love the horrible and the grotesque—much 
more than I do now—and can recall tales of murderers, spirits, reincar- 
nations, metempsychoses, and every shudder-producing device known 
to literature! 

One long-destroyed tale was of twin brothers—one murders the 
other, but conceals the body, and tries to Jive the life of both—appeat- 
ing in one place as himself, and elsewhere as his victim. (Resemblance 
had been remarkable.) He meets sudden death (lightning) when pos- 
ing as the dead man—is identified by a scar, and the secret finally re- 


vealed by his diary. This, I think, antedates my x1th year. . . . I still 
have a copy of The Beast in the 
Cave—hears strange animal in the darkn 
sharp stone—guides ¢ 
snowy-white, ape-lie, 
SPEAKS!! Then expires. 


Cave—man lost in Mammoth 
ess—fatally wounds it with 
d find dying animal to be @ 


nter with torches, an F 
gasp, turns over, an 


thing—beast gives dying 
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nd mentally and 
jlence, 41 


_—bu 


dation affect- 
t needs 


to have pained him so, that 


doed The Conservative, 
ee, ar, vill take his honest criticisms—even though he tears 
two 2 . 


work to pieces—for I recognize and respect his ability—but I will 
Oy accept his underhanded flings without ultimate reprisal. 
With best wishes, I remain, Sir, 
Your most obt. humble servt., 
H. P. Lovecraft 


13, TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
Feb. 19, 1916 
My dear Kleiner:— A ess 


co eae ree experience of mine had to do with an astro- 
eae a 3 te Poetical giant; namely, Percival Lowell, the broth- 
eee = of Harvard, and the widely known observer of 
aoe sghsetnsion, is in Flagstaff, Arizona. He lectured in this 
reel ae I was writing for the Tribune, and Prof. Upton of 
ae me to him before the lecture in Sayles’ Hall 
amusing part—I never had have not : +1 i 
5 » and never will have 


studies, etc., than to discuss Mars. Prof. Upton 


platform, and I congratulated myself that a Mivders led itn away to the 


; aster had been averted! 
With the customary Expressions of Esteem ae 
I beg, Sir, 
to remain 
Yr. most oblig’d, obt., 
humble Servt,, 
H. P. Lovecraft 


I4. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
.. a , March 2, 1916 
My dear Kleiner:— ; 

I used to be a water-colour fiend, and some day I may paint ie ee 
or two for your amusement (and my own), for I still pos Be 
ing materials that gave me so much harmless pleasure 19 Be hee 
I used to delight in marine subjects with the bee a a Tae 
I chose landscapes. Possibly this was because my firs 


the 
in the foreground et f 
; ttage or manor house tn ©’ da ship % 
oe = ST ealy Ma ccead to find space for 2 lighthouse 29 
shore. : 


ancient pattern. 
With expressions of 
I 
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TED LETTERS 


sELEC 


0 REINHARDT KLEINER June 4, ee 
15: 


My deat Kleiner:— war on Germany, and 


Th 4 vidence Jo y d 
e 70 f urnal has virtuall declare 
has €. 2 


i dares 
Y . but the editor scarce 
j ce th embattled Goth; t 
si ait the slippery sons of Saint Pace weve 
oa neutrality just as flagrantly as any German engi A : = ou 
‘tently doing so.for the;past.century- 
Hs Oe pl : he United States so far as they can as a 


Micks have not scrupled to use t is aS 
see against their lawful King and Empire, and the “Sinn Fein , 


revolt is not the only one financed largely with American-gathered capital. 

Mr. Moe has recently outlined a plan for a rather unique sort of ro- 
tating correspondence between four congenial United members. He 
proposes to have a letter constantly going around in definite order, each 
member of the chosen circle addressing the three others as he writes; 
and when the letter comes around to him again, taking out what he 
wrote before and substituting a fresh epistle. He proposed Ira A. Cole 
for membership, and asked me to name the fourth party. I named you, 
and shall, if you care to participate, start off the enterprise by sending 
me nie Ae to you, Cole, and Moe. You will then add to this a 
add a ne ehces, see Soe nese ane sam to; Colée Cole vel 
Cini Mice : es : and you, and Moe one to me, you, and 
adding a fresh one to Saris: My ais aa of my former letter, 
It again, you will take Gis m chit 
and me. And so on, till 
quadrangle, Moe has n 
(ner) Co (le) Mo (e) 
write, I shall ad dress 


Part of the n 
lo”: 


, when you receive 
your old letter, adding another to Cole, Moe 
death breaks the continuity of the Girdle = 
ae this band after its members, thus! Klei 
ec reer ros “The Kleicomoloes”; When I 
a ve. ah ae Dear Kleicomo’”’, omitting my ow 
i say Dear Comolo” ; Cole, “Dear Kl me 
! What a nomenclature! . ae 


Sir, 
your most humble obt. Servt 
H. P. Lovecraft 


) 8nd Moe, “Dear Kleicolo 


I7. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
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16. THE KLEICOMOLO (KLEINER, COLE, MOE, & LOVECRAFT) 


Providence, RI 
3 August 8, 1916 
tte ; Our human race is only a trivial incident in the histo. 

tion. It is of no more importance in the annals of eternity ve a 
than is the child’s snow-man in the annals of terrestrial tbe aa 
tions. And more: may not all mankind be a mi aed 


; ; stake—an abno 
gtowth— a disease is the system of Nature—an excrescence ona 
e 


body of infinite progression like a wart on the human hand? Mi 
the total destruction of humanity, as well as of all ani : Might es 
aes > animate creation be 
a positive boon to Nature as a whole? How arrogant of use create 
of the moment, whose very species is but an experiment of the Deus 
Naturae, to afrogate to ourselves an immortal future and enscle 
status! . . . Our philosophy is all childishly subjective—we imagine that 
the welfare of our race is the paramount consideration, when as a mat- 
ter of fact the very existence of the race may be an obstacle to the 
predestined course of the aggregated universes of infinity! How do we 
know that that form of atomic and molecular motion called “life” is 
the highest of all forms? Perhaps the dominant creature—the most ra- 
tional and God-like of all beings—is an invisible gas! Or perhaps it is 
a flaming and effulgent mass of molten star-dust. Who can say that 
men have souls while rocks have none?... 


oe oe we 


With heartiest good wishes, I have ye Honour to remain,: 
Gentlemen,: Yr. most Oblig’d and Obedient Servt.,: 
LO 


Aug. 23, 1916 


My dear Kleiner:— 


I have lately been amusing myself by a perusal of some of the Imag- 


ism nonsense of the day. As a species of pathological phenomena it is in- 
teresting. The authors are evidently of approximately harmless charac- 
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e all at large; but their work in- 

the asylum gates— 

re dangerously near s— 

a padded cell. There is absolutely no Med: 

diaafot aaa ns; ugliness replaces beauty, and chaos supplies 

eeple i thet CO Some of the stuff, though, would mean some- 

i d as prose. Of the major portion = 

i i duct of hopelessly 

en possible. It is the pro 

iticism 18 9 ewe Ho festiok of sympathetic sadness, rather than 

ie 258 oe Imagism has no relation at all to poesy, I think 
t. 


oe se need entertain apprehension for his art from this 
f the Mu 


1 as I know, they at 


tly arrange 


no lover 0 

I am Sir, 
Ever yr. most obt. Servt., 
H. P. Lovecraft 


COLE, MOE, & LOVECRAFT) 
Providence, R.I. 


October, 1916 


18, THE KLEICOMOLO (KLEINER, 


It was the other night my privilege to hear and see a bit of slum re- 
form of a different sort. A speaker belonging to the Prohibition Party 
and clad in the vestments of ecclesiastical rank (Episcopal) had 
stopped his motor-car in a publick square, and was holding forth to a 
great assemblage of men made up of every rank and condition of socie- 
ty. Gentlemen waiting for street cars, and riff-raff from the corner sa- 
loons, together with every intermediate grade of humanity, were thickly 
represented. The speaker was a grey bearded man of fifty-one, who de- 
sctibed his early and varied career. He had begun as a New England 
farmet’s boy, and had soon commenced to drink in moderation; but 
after his early youth had become disgusted with liquor and te- 
linquished the vice voluntarily. Later on he had served as a sailor 
os beat eee and still later (as Co will learn with interest) 
ree a y all the way from Montana to Texas. His clerical duties were 
fies P ee €r on. This man spoke in a voice marked equally with ease, 

‘ dignity, and refinement, and expounded the workings of prohi- 


SER ee 
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bition in the variou 
S states which h ; 
exces fot Gxistende. her) ane Pini that it hath 
tones that beer was 6 at declared: in 
4 monstrous valuable food, the a 
trasted the bloated phys; > Se speaker quiet] 
Physique of the heckler with his Y Con 
strength, remarking without boastfulness that ine eS 
ever excelled him either in the rjoo; ; Ris inking ma 
€ rigging of a brigantine or ast; 
pony. Without the “aid” of rum he had sae 
tinction i : _comported himself wj 
in two of the manliest of vocations in American ]j ; 
a ri ps that I attended his words, and only the late - 
our induced me to | . Ness 
eee 0 leave the scene before he had completed 
But scarcely less interestin 
: ig than the speaker were th 
manity who clustered closest about him. I may pare pee aa 
never before seen so many human detelicts all at once fe 2 i se 
spot. I beheld modificati : pepe 
po eld modifications of human physiognomy which would h 
startled even a Hogarth, and abnormal types of gait and bodily atin 
which proclaim with startling vividness man’s kinship to the jun i 
ape. And even in the open air the stench of whiskey was appalling. a 
this fiendish poison, I am certain, the greater part of the equalor ieee 
is due. Many of these vermin were obviously not foreigners—I counted 
at least five American countenances in which a certain vanished decency 
half showed through the red whiskey bloating. Then I reflected upon 
the power of wine, and marvelled how self-respecting persons can im- 
bibe such stuff, or permit it to be served upon their tables. It is the 
deadliest enemy with which humanity is faced. Not all the European 
Wars could produce a tenth of the havock occasioned among men by 
the wretched fluid which responsible governments allow to be sold 
openly. .... 
eee Frankly, I cannot conceive how any thoughtful man can really 
be happy. There is really nothing in the universe to live for, and unless 
one can dismiss thought and speculation from his mind, he is liable to 
be engulfed by the very immensity of creation. It is vastly better that he 
should amuse himself with religion, or any other convenient palliative 
to reality which comes to hand. In my coming Conservative I shall have 
a piece called The S. 'ymphonick Ideal, wherein I decry the realists who 
would discourage the harmless little devices whereby we may trick out- 
selves into believing we ate happy. There is much relief from the bur- 
den of life to be derived from many sources. To the 
mal spirits, there is the mere pleasure of being alive; 


indeed ng 

Cert: in 
; Wity 
n haq 
4 Cow. 
th dis. 
Tt was 
Of the 
his lay 


man of high ani- 
the Joi de vivre, 
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To the credulous there is religion and its 
list, there is a certain satisfaction in right 
ere is the joy in pursuing truth which nearly 
revelations of truth. To the person of culti- 
To the man of humour, wae a 
i? i ‘ons and incongtuities of life. To 
get elight of SP He se seated to faabion little Arcadia in 
” rs withdraw from the sordid reality of man- 
the world abounds with simple delusions which 
5”. if we be but able to entertain them. Capacity 
aracteristick; varying in indi- 


4p cai ee ts 
paradise the scientist th 


oe, the depressing 
ae there are the fine arts. 


there is th 


d natural to 
ess removes it. Mr. Mo parle 
deem happiness beneath the i 
“ to state, that it is merely increasing 
Wi ? 


sate Jam not so ruthless, nay, 
ee of what little joy it still possesses. I have sympathy for 
stl 


even the silliest of pleasures, provided it be not too outrageously in- 
compatible with reason, law and decorum. . . . 
Everything I loved had been dead for two centuries—or, as in 
eco-Roman classicism, for two milenniums, I am never a 
d me—in everything I am an outsider. Should I 
find it possible to crawl backward through the Halls of Time to that 
age which is nearest my own fancy, I should doubtless be bawled out 
of the coffee-houses for heresy in religion, or else lampooned by John 
Dennis till I found refuge in the deep, silent Thames, that covers many 
another unfortunate. Yes, I seem to be a decided pessimist!—But pray 
do not think, gentlemen, that I am utterly forlorn and misanthropick 
creature, I have merely given this cheerful little outline to satisfy Mr. 
Mo of the correctness of his theory. Despite my solitary life, I have 
found infinite joy in books and writing, and am by far too much inter- 
se in the affairs of the world to quit the scene before Nature shall 
ae me, Though not a participant in the Business of life; I am, like 
oes of Addison and Steele, an impartial (or more or less im- 
tics of ube who finds not a little recreation in watching the an- 
his helped ue se puny puppets called men. A sense of humour 
tbe teetacg : endure existence; in fact, when all else fails, I never 
empty and Sess smile from the contemplation of my own 
cal career! . . 


viduals, an 


the case of Gra 
part of anything aroun: 


der Po i 
see Es ee Isaac Newton! But, Provided a man cannot h lice 
xy, why grate on his sensibilities by demandi pec 
We cannot do what we cannot—at least thi eens 
: ; is has been th ‘ 
since the abolishment of the Popish Inquisition. It i oan 
Propagation of conventional Christianity that male i seh the fort 
toward the church. He knows that all the doctrines ae es re 
true, but he would view them with toleration if he oe Pee é 
to let them alone for the benefit of the masses whom they anki 
succour. The agnostic becomes bitter only when someone weenie ‘ 
affront his reason by demanding that he believe the impossible andl 
penalty of censure and ostracism. The word “Christianity” becomes 
noble when applied to the veneration of a wonderfully good man and 
moral teacher, but it grows undignified when applied to a system of 
white magic based on the supernatural. Christ of the times might well 
inculcate such a notion in anyone of his qualities. Whether his mind 
was strictly normal or not is out of the question. Very few minds are 
strictly normal, and all religious fanatics are marked with abnormalities 
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coup religious 
the brain and 
Moore implies, Christ 
whole Resurrec- 
testimony cou” 
time. For the sensi- 
eval conceptions, to 
e point 
many ange oe ear 
uf Middle Ages) or to W 
never accept, 1S aS 
f their spiritual 


ychologists g 


Mr. 
. or whether the 
little reliable 


ence in all matters,: I am, 


indul, 
ing, then, f0 a eke Je and Obedient Servt.: 


ies Yr. most Humb “a 


Gentlemen, 


HARDT KLEINES Nov. 16, 1916 


19. TO REIN: 

imitations, 
As to my ieee vist inherited a lov 
soca at no little skill, whilst my eldest aunt is still more expert 
ak rae having had canvases hung in exhibitions at the Provi- 
ae art Club—yet despite heir genius, I could not draw anything 
better than the junk you have so often beheld in my letters. I tried my 
best, but the gift was absolutely wanting. With music I made a corre- 
sponding fiasco. My rhythmic tendencies led me into a love of melody, 
and I was forever whistling & humming in defiance of convention 
& good breeding. I was so exact in time & tune, & showed such a semi- 
professional precision & flourish in my crude attempts, that my plea for 
a violin was granted when I was seven years of age, & I was placed 
under the instruction of the best violin teacher for children in the 
city—Mrs. Wilhelm Nauck. For two years I made such progress that 
Mrs. Nauck was enthusiastic, & declared that I should adopt music as a 
careet—BUT, all this time the tedium of practising had been wearing 


Kleiner: 
Mi I must admit that they were very real. 


e of art. My mother is a land- 


It was as if I had never touched a violin before!!!) 
What can account for 
been drilled into me for 


an extent even mentionable. Nervous exhaustion alway: 
twixt me & success, save in 
aids the assimilation of kno 


needful to perfect myself in algebra, geometry, trigonometry & calculus; 
but discovered in high-school that my old hatred of arithmetic extended 
even into the loftier regions of mathematical research. The first year I 
barely passed in algebra, but was so little satisfied with what I had ac- 
complished, that I voluntarily repeated the last half of the term. After 
three years I thought I had learnt something of algebra & geometry, 
but after my general nervous breakdown of 1908-1909 I must have al- 
lowed my knowledge to slip away, for when I tried to act as a tutor to 
my cousin last year, I found that I had no better command of the sub- 
jects than he! What a dunce I must be! Between 1909 & 1912 I tried 
to perfect myself as a chemist, conquering inorganic chemistry & ies 
tative analysis with ease, since they had been favourite pastumes 0 my 
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frightfully dull 

of hydrocarbon 
__— I found Shee 

KC. a 

; ay could not study for more 

iv 


‘ago headache which pros- 
re her thorough- 


with its 


ems, 

0 + gC 
5 e fi 

peor - penzen ral posit 


i . cru 
dice ed bo ed out acquiring an ex 


f insatiable : 

nvinc ts— ins aye 

ins 4 with an intellect & Laake aspirations of a poet & 

What a mi ae 

ote pid pe as} limitations of a butcher or a bricklay 
e men 


then num- 

t, 1890, at No. 454 ( 
ik pieidence This was the home 
th | residence at the time being 


n of an Englishman who 
unt of 


en on the 2oth of 
[ee ell Street, 10 ; 
pered 19 - ES family; mY parents actua. 


ther was the son OF 
ie state of New York in 1847 on acco’ 


father I never saw in pefson, 
h daguerreotypes & photographs. 


’ was é 
38 ee a British officer who remained in America after the 
escen 
disastrous Revolution. 
On my mother’s side, I am a complete Ne 


from Phillipses, Places, & Rathbones. . . . vs 
In the mid-seventies, my grandfather transferred all his interests to 


Providence (where his offices had always been) & erected one of the 
handsomest residences in the city—to me, the handsomest—my own 
beloved birthplace! The spacious house, raised on a high green terrace, 
looks down upon grounds which are almost a park, with winding 
walks, arbours, trees, & a delightful fountain. Back of the stable is the 
eee fruits have delighted so many of my sad (?) childish 
oe ¢ place is sold now, & many of the things I have described in 
ee tense, ought to be described in the past tense. 
en 1 was twi aca 

ents moved to Ee pees nthe a year & a half old—my pat- 
He well known poetess, Miss Loui pe ; ia with the family of 

, se Imogen Guiney, whose verses you 


w-England Yankee, coming 


Now, when able to 
a the Opposite di. 


ng called Little Sun. 


About this time I began to display a precocity which ought to have 
warned my parents of that mediocre older life which too often follows 
such an infancy. At the age of two I was a rapid talker, familiar with 
the alphabet from my blocks & picture-books, & (which will interest 


you) absolutely metre-mad! I could not read, but would repeat any — 
poem of simple sort with unfaltering cadence. Mother Goose was my 
principal classic, & Miss Guiney would continually make me repeat 


5 Guiney, mother of 


. 
| 
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ecause 
cessarily notable, but b 
was ne 


“4 a complete paraly- 
res, re 


plans for 


f the property 


ale 0 
d the s nce 


f, my 


ter! 

e, Both of my mart" 
b sie grandfather, Whipple alc 
: universe. A man of cul- 


entire : 
ae Peat eal a fund of cosmopolitan 
Besbaghes intance with all the 


first hand, made me feel al- 
ieee ai i from him that I Seag 
se ue muse amidst the ruins of the ancien! 
eae a wealth of mosaics, (not the kind that 
1) paintings, & other objects d’art whose theme at 
ee n than Italian. He always wore a paif 0 
view of the Coliseum (so #7 
them now—for I still 


5 fot the first ti 


ithjul); 
yet 80 fait ateoud in favs of 
nk”, My grandmother was a serene, quiet lady ° 
e did her best to correct my increasingly boorish de- 
made me a very restless & uncontrolla- 


not personally direct my gaze to the heavens, it was through her library 
of astronomical books that I first became interested in that direction. 
My two aunts presented rather a contrast. The elder was (and still is) a 
devotee of science & literature. She was a potent influence, I think, in 
turning my fancy toward the classics, while my old love of chemistry 
also atises from her remarks on that science. She was (though she has 
ceased to paint now) an artist of great power. When she married Dr.’ 
Clack, she proved the means of introducing to me the most substantial 
oe element of all! My other aunt was yet a very young lady when I 
tst began to observe events about me. She was rather a favourite in 
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the younger social set, & br Re 
rather conservative oli oanck i sae ae = Bayety to g 
of this younger generation, I owe oi rte acu kate & Tepartes 
Pope. I could sense the artificiality of the atmosphere, & Bin Schoo] o¢ 
ape the airs & affectations of those whom I obéeryed & tidied oa 
tracted not a little celebrity & egotism from my mimi = Tex. 
types of callers; particularly of one Edwatd F. Guiiecizgrt Mes 
ry, &tandfather was my ideal male. I was infinitely delighted aa y) 
individual (then a Brown student) decided upon a Iastin ie this 
with the family. The engagement of my aunt & Mr. Ganitel me 
customary levity of the younger set in their good-natured raillery of re 
two, imparted t i ici i ike 
» imparted to me a curiously worldly cynicism regarding sentimental 
matters, & forever turned my Muse from the field which you so pra 
fully adorn. ae 
In 1894 I was able to read fluently, & was a tireless student of the 
dictionary; never allowing a word to slip by me without ascertaining its 
meaning. It was then that the mellowed tomes of the family library be. 
came my complete world—at once my servants & my masters. I fitted 
hither & thither amongst them like a fascinated moth, taking supreme 
joy in the old English volumes of the Lovecrafts, sent to my mother for 
me when my father was paralyzed, since I had become the only male 
representative of this family. I read everything, understood a little, & 
imagined more. Grimm’s Fairy Tales were my truly representative diet, 
& I lived mostly in a mediaeval world of imagination. And now began 
my Britannic predilection, which had already been indicated in vague 
ways. I always had the impression of being English, & when my grand- 
father told me of the American Revolution, I shocked everyone by 
adopting a dissenting view. . . . At length, in the interests of amity, 
we ceased to discuss the matter. But I had permanently come to feel 
myself an oxtsider. Grover Cleveland was grandpa’s ruler, but ge 
Majesty, Victoria, Queen of Great Britain & Ireland & Empress . 
India commanded my allegiance. “God Save the Queen!’’ was a sto 


rase of mine. | = > ; ; 
Pop January, 1896, the death of my grandmother plunged the ae 
hold into a gloom from which it never fully recovered. The black rf : 
of my mother & aunts terrified & repelled me to such an pa : : " 
would surreptitiously pin bits of bright cloth or paper to their s a an 
sheer relief. They had to make a careful survey of their attire 
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t! And then it was that my former high 


‘ : ; 
rs of ZOINS ou to have nightmares of the most 
i ne called ‘‘night-gaunts 


f damper. ; i 
fon P eopled wi ees ov ey to draw them after 
coinage. hg 

nideor sound word ioe a ape figures came from an edition de luxe 

ane chaps ee et trations by Doré, which I discovered one 

ost with illus hirl me 


. t to w. 

aaise In dreams they were wont — : B 

ory in the ext aaah’ Be of speed, the while fretting & 'mp ot 
ta si 


i e 

tridents. It is fully fifteen years—aye, 

; depen nteacies but even now, when half 
ral ver a sea of childhood thoughts, I feel 
ing like that in Mrs. Jordan’s poem The Pool 


cep awake. That was my one prayer back 


ro) 
_& instinctively Sb 


d none! The children I 
I was ae S adult company & conversation, & despite the fact 
them. I Ww: 


side my elders, I had nothing in common 

tha Cea je pie ping & shouting puzzled me. I hated 
ee ta & dancing about—in my relaxations I always desired plot. 
mae once tried to place me in a children’s dancing class, but I 
peered the thought. My reply to her suggestion sheds a light on the 
bookish browsings in about the year ’98. I said: “Nemo 


nature of DY: . . ? ° . . > . 
5, nisi forte insanit!” Which is from Cicero’s oration 


fere saltat sobrin 
against Catiline. It was in the sombre period of 1896 that I first became 


a temperance enthusiast. Somewhere I discovered an old copy of 
John B. Gough's Sunshine & Shadow & read & re-read it, backward & 
forward. From that time to this, I have never been at a loss for some- 
thing to say against liquor! My reading now centred upon classical my- 
thology, to which I had progressed from Grimm. I admired & emulated 
the poetical quotations so liberally interspersed through the pages of 
fers Age of Fable, & in 1897 produced my first formal poem, en- 
oe @ New Odyssey; or, The Adventures of Ulysses... . All this 
: “Fee Ts were dampened by. a vague sensation of impending 
ee . : rf not blind to a waning of the family fortune, as evi- 
stables, isc os number of servants & the closing of the 
slightest shadony # pee: ers likewise fretted me. I never had the 
f in the supernatural, but pretended to believe, 


p Jaymates—I 


me to see something besides gloom. The play—the first kee Be 
€ver be. 


held—was one of Denm smi 

Baie MAlieg at an ieee : cust Ae Sunshine of 
since I had never beheld real slums. My eee enraptured me, 
more vivid than of any of last y wo.Y -OF that playa yet 

hence ; : y ; season’s offerings! Act I—The Sl 
e of Nellie O’Grady, nicknamed The Sunshine of Paradi i: 
Act II—The Brooklyn Bridge by night—the li ghts of N me Alley, 
“wharf rats’’—blear-eyed vagabonds lurking b oT ee 
the bridge—the sta isi Be ee 
& s lend A mee a pearing Ss pia eee IIS oy 
SP. our—. Act III—A wretched courtyard in the tenement dis- 
tricts—a real hand organ & monkey—the underworld at a glance. Act 
Iv—& political picnic in Harlem—the oddly loud apparel of the “a. 
dies & gents’’—the quaint Bowery dialect—the fascinating scenery! 
All this I recall as yesterday, though I have not even seen a programme 

of it for twenty years... .- “ 
It was in 1898 that I first attempted to attend school. Hitherto it had 
been deemed unwise to subject so irritable & sensitive a child to disci- 
pline of any sort. I entered the highest gtade of primary school, but 
soon found the instruction quite useless, since I had picked up most of 
the material before. However, I do not regret the venture, since it was 
in dear old Slater Avenue (alas—to be abandoned next year!) that I 
made my only. childhood friendship—that with Chester & Harold 

Munroe, the former of whom is in the United. DR i a 
I had also dabbled much in fiction delighting mainly in the most ex- 
citing & horrible things a child’s fancy can conceive of. I enclose an 
actual manuscript of this period—a short story written at the age of 8, 
whose conclusion contains a violent death—as did most of my stories. I 
wonder if you can decipher my childish handwriting ? A. will also A 
close a less dismal tale than The Secret Cave—a juvenile ater be 


humour entitled The Little Glass Bottle... ~~ 
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when I saw for 


TERS meesy : 

BC B was vastly improve 1 OTT in belie, safes 
sBL in the drama " an play! This offerings Sones “ 
My taste ea Shakes persite artiste of 4 Bee ae S aeeeautiee 
as paontet : istmas WECX 7 
vi ioe ora een So adiek to remark that I was abso 
& the beauty of 


Marg e Opef4 ; acer 3 

mee duction, 
saturday) ee r of the pro . M 
se ae gare previously heard on the stage y 
ich 


; ecam' t with Shakespeatian scen~ 
verse, “ nomeP e resplenden Le a onal 


_—& for wee ; 
: asteboard performers, 1 


for this miniature produc- 


costume, 
gan to gain ascendancy. My predilection for 


Aunt Lillian, took form in a love of 
oward Appleton, the vener- 
thor of many books on the 
book for beginners—T he 
‘ REE DE: elapsed, I was deep in ex- 
2 seat rch, having 2 well equipped laboratory in the a 
ee grandfather had fitted up for me. In March, 1899, I began 
to publish ae ae tare a culation’. How I managed to 
which I made four carbon copies for “circulation . ttow © Fe 
keep this thing in existence for seven years, as I did, is still a mystery 
to me. However, it soon degenerated into a weekly ! —— 

About 1900 I became a passionate devotee of geography & history, 
& an intense fanatic on the subject of Antarctic exploration. The 
Borchgrevink expedition, which had just made a new record in South 
Polar achievement, greatly stimulated this study. I wrote many fanciful 
tales about the Antarctic Continent, besides composing “learned” trea- 
tises on the real facts. .. . 

In 1902 I again attempted school; & singularly enough, I went to 
the same old Slater Avenue edifice, which had now acquired a grammar 
Zeit in ation to the primary grades. Here again was I 
5 nara ith other children, but my attitude toward them 

rent. I had read enough idyllic verse to understand that 


childh : 2 
wh ood is a golden age in the life of man; never to be regained 


He presente 


€n Once lost; i i i i 
aa so I tried to interest myself in the affairs of other boys 


some degree of success. I joined the “Slater Avenue Army’ 
» 


Point out to her the 3 ee 
essential emptiness of co j » T used ty 

nventionality, in 
> Such a 


> 
ust have been ute severe] Stra: 
ed; 


ae bar she was remarkably kind, considering my intractab] 
. -. In the summer of 190 ; 7 

tronomical telescope, and and visas a 
ae oe late Prof. Upton of Brown, a friend of the family, ite 
2 ae cu of the college observatory, (Ladd Observatory) oie 
ie Spas a will on my bicycle. Ladd Observatory tops a conside : 
nce 4 out a mile from the house. I used to walk up D ‘ 

Avenue hill with my wheel, but when returning would have a * KE 
coast down it. So constant were my observations, that my neck 
affected by the strain of peering at a difficult angle. It gave me ant 
pain, & resulted in a permanent curvature perceptible today to a close 
observer. My body has ever been unequal to the demands of an active 


© disposi. 


career, 
It was about this time that Dr. Franklin Chase Clark, a distant cle 


tive who had become a closer kin through marriage to my aunt, began 
to influence my intellectual development. He was a man of vast learn- 
ing—a graduate of Brown, Harvard Medical School, & Columbia Col- 
lege, bearing the degree of A. M. besides his ordinary A. B. & profes- 
sional M. D. He was an author of medical treatises, & an authority on 
medical ethics; but besides all this there was another separate side to 
his life—the classical side. He translated Homer, Virgil, Lucretius, & 
Statius into excellent English verse, & composed reams of original mat- 
ter. Purely by coincidence, he was an old-fashioned poet of my own be- 
loved school, & he did much to correct & purify my faulty style. He 
likewise worked wonders with my prose. I regarded, & still regard, his 
level as unattainable by myself; but I was so desirous of his approba- 


tion, that I would labour hours with my work to win a word of praise 
from his lips. I hung upon his conversation as Boswell hung upon Dr. 
Johnson’s; yet was ever oppressed by a sense of hopeless inferiority. 
His historical attainments were likewise immense. After his death last 
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is unpublished manu- 


man, hence 


bridge 
2 Sopeies t of every 


Se bat made the mos 
aie Greek alphabet wHeo . 
one ke much easier for me in hig 
f the Cambridge sbeebs 
uch an extent that I coon 4 
y nomy, tO replace the almost de 
oF th simultaneously 10 1903-04.) + - 
autumn of 1904 I min- 
t of entering Hope St. 
ime with cosmopoli- 
ather a neighbour- 


put in the 

the exten 
03" mor oO 

n 1993" orld once ated for the first t 


was confro ge 
j ‘s public, but 1t 4s f ig 
Hi SS er ANE ie Seal drawn from the old ae a 
sol affaity enol to the “North End” to have a cons! 7 x 
Hope street is 9 _ Knowing of my pingovetnal le ah deecnends 
Jewish att ant at Slater Avenue, most of my friends (1 : 5 
se) Lig sited) predicted disaster for me, when my will shou 
Lepeneed thority of Hope Street’s masculine teachers. But a 
eee ed. The Hope Street precep- 


conflict with iest sort OCcurt 
tof; the APP n as ‘Abbie’ had never under- 


disappointmen! di tb 
: derstood my dispost 
oe ST iyivemvthee all restraint, made me apparently their com- 
ae o think of discipline, but merely com- 


. so that I ceased t 
rade & equal; so ntlemen. I had nothing but the 


‘ted myself as a gentleman among ge 
Utne of relations with the Hope Street faculty during my four 
eclining health greatly interfered with my course at 


years’ stay there. D : 
I managed to attend intermittently from 1904 to 


High School, but 
1908... . My English teacher was an old lady named Mrs. Blake, 
who had a pleasant though slightly cynical disposition. She annoyed 


me with a certain doubt of the originality of my compositions. One day 
she called me to her desk & asked me if a certain essay of mine, on the 
planet Mars (or the moon—I forget which!), were not copied from a 
magazine article; to which I replied, that I had taken it verbatim from 
: rural paper! Upon her waxing wroth, I produced the clipping—with 
¢ prominently printed heading “By H. P. Lovecraft’!!! After that. 
Mrs. Blake was somewhat less sceptical of my original li : 
Mention of my early printed articl es git: 
cles leads me to speak of my first 
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experiences with the press. A “letter to the editor” in the P, 
Lies of June 3, was my debut before the public. In Au — Sunday 
©gan my series of regular monthly astronomical articles rake | 
founded Providence Tribune, a seties which was later eek mi y 
News, which allows me all the space I desire. During 2506s " 
9 07, & 


1908 I flooded the Pawtuxet Valley Gleaner with My Prose articles 
ICles, 


This rural paper was the oracle of that sectio 

which my mother’s family had originally saa = pee from 
times’ sake in our household. The name “Phillips” is a ma ie for old 
Western Rhode Island, & the Gleaner was more than ane S Mes 

& feature anything from Whipple V. Phillips’ grandson. Oni a es 
ure of the Gleaner put an end to my activity in its columns be 

But my progress had received its severest blow in the spring of x 

On March 28th of that year my beloved grandfather passed away ae 
result of an apoplectic stroke, & I was deprived of my closest compa : 
ion. I was never afterward the same. His death brought financial hie 
ter besides its more serious grief. As President of the Owyhee Land x 
Irrigation Co., an Idaho corporation with Providence offices, he had 
struggled hard to achieve vast success in the reclamation of Western 
land. He had weathered many calamities such as the bursting of his im- 
mense dam on Snake River; but now that he was gone, the company 
was without its brains. He has been a more vital & important figure 
than even he himself had realized; & with his passing, the rest of the 
board lost their initiative & courage. The corporation was unwisely dis- 
solved at a time when my grandfather would have persevered—with the 
result that others reaped the wealth which should have gone to its 
stockholders. My mother & I were forced to vacate the beautiful estate 
at 454 Angell Street, & to enter the less spacious abode at 598, three 
squares eastward. The combined loss of grandfather & birthplace made 
me the most miserable of mortals. My grandfather was a cheerful man, 
whose conversation always brightened me; but it was to be heard no 
more. My home had been my ideal of Paradise & my source of inspira- 
tion—but it was to be profaned & altered by other hands. Life from 
that day has held for me but one ambition—to regain the old place & 
reéstablish its glory—a thing I fear I can never accomplish. For twelve 


years I have felt like an exile. 


In 1908 I was about to enter Brown University, when my health 
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col- 

causi the necessary abandonment of ai a 

way pie ersity education, I never cease nr 
eet ould not have done different y: 

literature, & the like; composing 

man! I was a 


ction ever written 2 if 
a the regions of the “gro- 


i i i hat 

i hrase. It was in this period t ; 
eee tial, which will appear 19 
d all human society, 
failure in life to be seen socially by 
th, & had foolishly expected such great 
I have been practically unknown save 
eae ee eal am a complete disappointment, hav- 


iota. ofurDes : 
ae ew old 0 emnctbin during my 26 futile years of exist- 
first bit of published verse appeared in The Evening 
line satire in the usual heroic couplet, ridiculing a 
the part of the Italians of the Federal Hill slums 
“Atwells’ Avenue” to 


f their main street from 
d Providence in 2000 A. B., with al] the 
ations. This piece received 


1d, though I doubt if it had 
The idea was so foolish 


ch of 2 


e 0 


English 2 ‘ 
considerable notice © ort, J 
much effect in silencing the Italians clamour. 


that it probably died of its own weakness. 
med the reprehensible habit of picking up cheap 


In 1913 I had for. 
magazines like The Argosy to divert my mind from the tedium of real- 
ity. One of the authors in that periodical so much excited my contempt, 


that I wrote a letter to the editor in quaint Queen-Anne prose, satiris- 
ing the offending novelist. This letter, which was printed in the Sep- 
tember number, aroused a veritable tempest of anger amongst the usual 
readers of the magazine. I was assailed & reviled by innumerable let- 
ters, which appeared in the editorial department. Among these hostile 
compositions was a piece of tetrameter verse by one John Russell, of 
Tampa, Fla., which had in it so much native wit, that I resolved to an- 
Ba aoe I sent The Argosy a 44-line satire in the manner 
is ee ae geet ne was duly Printed in January, 1914, & it creat- 
ee = sie (of hostile character) amongst the Argosy 

lepartment had nothing but anti-Lovecraft letters 


Amateur journalism has 


conflict passed into history j i 
ty it was being watched 
than Hon. Edward F. Daas of Milwaukee, Wis wh : 


€SS a celebrj 
gentleman, then 


which resulted in my advent to the United on April 6 preien 
With sincerest best wishes, 
I am, Sir, 
Yr most Oblig’d & Obt Seryt 
HLovecraft 
20. TO REINHARDT KLEINER a 
Jan. 31, 1917 


My dear Kleiner:— 


cerning a “feature picture” displayed by them—a widely advertised pic- 
ture entitled The Image-Maker of Thebes (Thanhouse—Pathé te- 
lease.) Having something of a critical nature, vit 

great five-reel film spectacle, & to participate in the competition. The 
picture was even poorer than I expected—a rough-hewn amateurish 
affair dealing with reincarnation in a pitifully feeble & hackneyed man- 


ner, containing not the slightest su 


btlety or technical skill in plot, 
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TTER F e time-honoured lO: 

ctE CS a hopeless relic of is the prize, since I 
sot  actind: e up all hope arabe cce bles but in 4 
gett gjoarams: | Eurable critique would Se Eee Boyer 
203 - nothin ee 1 sent the management 6g nary U.AP.A. man- 
thov8 mi-hume n essay 19 my f a “roast”! 
gpist 0 pewsitten Pe ioguidl parlance, be designated rah $25.00 
ing foi ao ste at receiving peo Sie of exceed- 

2 sut anied by 4 

ct y a cheque accomp hat the best method of 


en, 
ine, riZe— 
0B c of the re 11 Which goes t 
i cture exh 


nde’ 
? Pl 


ast finding out is the elusive 

me! how stand eer ages is old & hard ere he turns 
spit of Youth. 4 through all the possibilities of his sort of life before 
aa d & aged at twenty. And yet—how swiftly 
the head of the recluse! But yesterday we 
seven, scrawling out first idle rhymes. Before we have 
we are grown to manhood; yet scrawling as be- 
the world calls us grown, when but 2 moment 
“Idren. Then, after 2 few more paragraphs are 
bere Ae eee are no longer young men! But what is this 
bia tering? We feel the same—see the same sun & 


middle life we are ¢n | 
gars, feel the same breezes, & enjoy the same verdant vistas. We even 
? 


see the same children—like ourselves—& yet! After all, they are not 
the same children! They are the children of those who were children 
with us—& we are children still, though exiled from our kind by the 
iburd notion of the world that we are growing old! And pray, why 
should we grow old? What is the reward of age, if it be not death ? 
Verily, such things baffle the understanding! It is better not to seek 
the underlying truths of life. Let us glide o’er the surface on a summer 
wind, & sink to our last sleep before we shall ever have awakened to 
the repellent realities of sordid existence. 


time to jift the pencil 


fore, & wondering why 


Iam most Sincerely yours, 
H. P. Lovecraft 


einan | 
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Ze ay 
HE Eo COMOLO (TO KLEINER, COLE, MOE, & LOVECRAFT) . 


Providence, RL 
April, I9r7 
4 ae co Bi eee os science will eventually, 
0 laws which will forever put an iritualj 
the educated and even the half edocated tee aoe aoa mee 
(1) Life, animal and vegetable, including human life, is a mod 
motion which ceases absolutely upon the dea intl 
it. 


I believe, enunciate 


th of the body Containing 


(2) The future, so far as organic beings are concerned, can never 
by predicted, since individual and unfathomable caprice has power to 
Se Sven into any of the innumerable channels possible under the . 

- . . I once owned an Edison machine of the primitive type, with re- 
corder and blanks; and I made many vocal records in imitation of the _ 
renowned vocalists of the wax cylinder. My colleagues would smile to _ 
hear some of the plaintive tenor solos which I perpetrated in the days _ 
of my youth!! But sad to say, I gave the old machine away about a year _ 
ago to a deserving and not too musical youth who occasionally per- — 
forms useful labour about the place. I wish now that I had retained 
abe oe | 

wise oS 2 A mere knowledge of the approximate dimensions of the 
visible universe is enough to destroy forever the notion of a personal 
godhead whose whole care is expended upon puny mankind, and 
whose only genuine and original Messiah was dispatched to save the 
insignificant vermin, or men, who inhabit this one relatively mictoscop- 
ic globe. Not that science positively refutes religion—it merely makes 
religion seem monstrously improbable that a large majority of men o 
no longer believe in it. And to go a step further—sooner or a a 
relation betwixt organic and inorganic life will be discovered. It wi 
clearly demonstrated how carbon, hydrogen, oxygen, nitrogen, Be 
other elements combine to form substances possessing Me ae 
Probably the chemist or biologist will be able to create in oe S i fa 
some very primitive sort of animal or vegetable Ores te Re. 
the death knell of superstition and theology alike; an 
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he chur 


t 
yncea. ec, H 
credly co ut of course, sa ate pa 
jgnoranr ins 10 truly Jegitina 
that it "the probabili 


f: 
All my argum 
abet ent can 

argum 
ae? shat it does interest me, 


ch will cease to exist save amongst the very 
e this has not yet come to pass, I am aware 
rt of my case against orthodoxy. 

. ! 
ons thos need to show why truth interests 
not show why, for I do not know! The fact 
as it has interested thousands of other 
remains f£ history are red with the blood of those who have 
ctual convictions. Truth-hunger is a hunger just as 
y strong if less explicable; indeed, who 
; direct reason for any of the obscurer desires and aspira- 
can assign 4 > It is all according to the plan of Nature. In flouting the 
tot OF ea because of its lack of application to the affairs of man- 
ee ‘nds me of the Florentine astronomer Sizzi, who thus 
kind, M* edhe existence of Jupiter’s satellites: “Moreover”, quoth 
in the course of his argument, “the satellites are invisible to 
and therefore can exert no influence on the earth, and 
d be useless, and therefore do not exist!” “Twas vastly 
£ Galileo to see these troublesome orbs, after they had 
ted not to exist at all! How complex is the 


e pages ° 


this sage 
the naked eye, 
therefore woul 
inconsiderate © 
been conclusively demonstra 


mortal brain! 
Conscious, therefore, of your manifold indulgences, I am, 
Gentlemen,: Yr. most oblig’d & obt. Servt.: Lo. 


22, TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Providence, R.I. 
Ma 23, I9f 
(From The Kleilo—Vol. XYZ No. ZYX) ne 


ee aes impressed by my" entire uselessness in the world, I 
He sae enlistment despite my almost invalid condition. I 
Belrots sick ct, et a regiment soon to depart for France; my sheer 
lt ot piece - be : not inconsiderable, might sustain me till a bul- 
a Accotdingly : Pne! could more conclusively & effectively dispose of 
National ene Presented myself at the recruiting station of the R. I. 


& applied for entry into whichever unit should first 
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eve SELEC 7 BRS ae 
ae eed to the front. On account of TED LETTER, cB? LETT ja with frequent spells of bad vision. Had 
fi ining, I was told that ] a Hf lack of technical op EE LB in with @ col essfully, I wonder how I should have kept 
ee ce but was Siven a blank of ee ae Artillery my ! gilt Tanent a é we that I would have kept up some way i 

an. will go after a sh et ton for the Coast 4. 4 will wa the fashion, I wish that 
rt ast An: py t to become ’ * 
at ‘One of the forts of ORT SENN Period of defence = up! And ue death is Sade way, “Somewhere in France”. The 
childishly inadequate, & so far as ph sa © questions asked me y, other: ot it in the cs pot wand organically, that I fear I have 
would have admitted a digris relia rai ate concern igh joctor pr ce out, unless the draft comes to my relief by 
discussion were s ‘fic aj he Only diseases brow. , arty to drag OU's mnal’ protestay 1 stall foe protest 
Some of which I b eave ailments from which I had never suff ‘ pany 2 pite of medical & materna! P 
W: ; ere s 

ed only to po sare ceed ate heard. The medical examination : taking ei account 
found myself : 8 oubles, of which I have hone, & | at. [ remain as ever 
RING z " (as ee a duly enrolled private in the oh ce a7 puosttoblig’ humble, & obedient Serv 

-LN.Get S you may have deduced, I embarked ; ; , a 
ear without informing my mother; & as you cs ms depen HPLovecra 

uced, the sensation created at home was far from slight. In f, Ve de. 
eos was almost prostrated with the news, since she ine shane thy 

tine of Sesue ai rua (eS af | 

camp life. Her activities soon brought my mili a CE W. MOE 

close for the present. It required but a few words pas ah! feat toa 23. 10 MAURI 598 Angell St. 
Sician regarding my nervous condition to annul the enlistment ae | Providence, R.I. 
the army surgeon declared that such an annulment was highly: aa | May 30, 1917 

& almost against the regulations of the service. The fact is, I had really My dear Mo:— 


gotten the best of that astute medicus; for without making a single 

mG F : Pos- 
itive misstatement I had effectively concealed the many & varied weak. 
nesses which have virtually blasted my career. Fortune had sided with 
me in causing no attack of blurred eyesight to come upon me during 
the physical examination. But my final status is that of a man “Reject. 
ed for physical disability.” On the appointed day I shall register for 
conscription, but I presume my services will not be desired. My mother 
has threatened to go to any lengths, legal or otherwise, if I do not re 
veal all the ills which unfit me for the army. If I had realised to the 
full how much she would suffer through my enlistment, I should have 
been less eager to attempt it; but being of no use to myself it was hard 
for me to believe I am of use to anyone else. Still, I might have knowa 
that mothers are always solicitous for their offspring, no matter how 
worthless said offspring may happen to be! And so I am still in civil 
life, scribbling as of old, & looking with envious eye upon the Khaki- 
clad men who are now so frequently seen upon the streets of the busi- 
ness section & in the cars everywhere. I envy your half-brother his posi- 
tion as a soldier of the N.Y.N.G. During the past week I have been 


i iali less in this 
ising the utter inconsequentiality of one ete more Gs 
; eae world, I lately endeavoured to justify my hitherto useless 
cate by ending it in the army. Specifically, I attempted despite my 
i nlist in the R. I. National Guard; trust- 


iJ and nervous physique to ¢ 
- to the sheer force of psychological stimulus to keep me alive and 


on my feet until a Hunnish missile might gracefully dispose of me. 
Since I have no actual disease or abnormal organs, I nearly passed the 
physical tests by judicious restraint in answering questions; but my 
mother and family physician were finally able to frustrate my bellig- 
erent ambitions and bring about my rejection for physical disability. I 
presume they will do the same thing when the draft occurs; though for 
mine own part I think I could do much worse than quietly extinguish 
(if not distinguish) myself in a more or less effulgent blaze of mortal 
glory! I am told that a week of camp life and its hardships would 
ptobably wreck my constitution forever; but who can tell until it is at- 
eae And besides, what is the life or health of one weakling, 

usands of sturdy and useful young men are to be killed, crip- 


With best wishes 
Sincerely, : 
H. P, Lovecraft. 


24. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


My dear Kleiner:-— ee 

I am feeling desolate and lonely indeed as a civilian. Practically all 
my personal acquaintances are now in some branch of the service, most. 
ly Plattsburg or R.I.N.G. Yesterday one of my closest friends entered 
the Medical (not as a doctor, but as an assistant—carrying stretchers, 
driving ambulances, etc. etc.) Corps of the regular army. The physical 
tests for this corps are very light, and in spite of my previous rejection 
for Coast Artillery I would try to enter, were it not for the almost fran- 
tic attitude of my mother; who makes me promise every time I leave 
the house that I will not make another attempt at enlistment! But it is 
disheartening to be the one non-combatant among a profusion of proud 
rectuits.... 


“27 eee 


I was properly shocked at your account of amateur Bohemianism in 
New-York, as exemplified by your recent spree wherein you failed to 
reach home till morning. I should be more shocked if I were not writ 
ing these words at the unholy hour of 3 a. m., to tell the truth, Tam the 
most nocturnal of mortals—though there is doubtless a distinction fee 
wixt being out late, and merely being wp late. I love to pote over oa 
volumes or scribble letters and bad verse when all the world ' se : 
in silence and gloom. In spirit I am lingering at Will : ay. e 
with those congenial companions who died a century and a gi 


I am, Sir, yr. most oblig’d and Obedient Servt. 


“EHP: Lovecraft 


NH. The Deanery 
spade ea St. Angell’s 
27th Aug., 1917 


inati as somewhat less clumsy than 
Cue Fs cmatel in an office whose privacy 
if angi floor & temperature were both suitable. The 
as gpsolute, paged this examination, Maj. Augustus W. Calder, 
physician who ¢ ‘ected himself by the Federal surgeons as physically 
eee tment he finally gave me! If my 
init, He 18 CCIINE should certainly have slipped by, & would 
ES saa th Coast Artillery) at Fort Standish, in 
our. It would have been an interesting experience, & 
ther killed or cured me by this time. 


The 


I am Sir, Ever yr. most 
Oblig’d, humble, & obt Serv* 
Lewis Theobald, Jun. 


26, TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
Sept. 24, 1917 
My dear Kleiner: — 


nce Just a week ago I enjoyed the honour of a personal call 
ftom Mr. W. Paul Cook, amateur of eminence & editor of The Va- 
ee I was rather surprised at his appearance, for he is rather more 
eel groomed than I had expected a man of his celebrity 
sss a is sas ego hat, unpressed garments, frayed cravat, 
Me thnk of e seid a & 2 es immaculate hands made 
vho was somewshat Se Johnson; another great literary man 
Cook's tinvenition ot gent as to personal appearance & the like. But 
Poses, ‘Th €s up for whatever outward deficiencies he may 


ough 
gh not overwhelmingly bookish, he has a keen mind, dry 
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f 
tless has much less 0 
= = a tks res because there is a cef- 
Petsonages of am & quite encyclopaedic k e watching his pictur se 
€ad can hold ateur journalism Past & 1c knowledge of iys. 1 3 at, which the Chaplin type S° area 
tonated to a co Uch a mass of amateur ee T cannot se 6 ts & ee eness age aoe ads the merit 0 be Capi 
teur press ee degree, & has fone eee ia mosphere of fastidious eye tires of lee < oe edits . 
: 7 ; i . . 
€ is ever willing 4, cans love of the general ae “xisting ama. Jays After i pone breezy, apres Se Lana 
affiliations, 1 18€ any amateur itrespect; $0 great, that Pe oratefoby It is an old maxim in ficti drama, that a 
will not Oe i ee the September Unie hae f 4Ssociational ttc F a every man in ae: anes ae ae 
Vagrant _ ~ Fegular appointment as official ear, though he pould be 84 shanks might well represent any vir 
Promises to be an am cial Publisher, 4; hero character Fair Saar pe ene 
; ple & notab , S comin «that cha: i ani tise E 
Pages. I think I shall have Cook pri le issue having, | believe : self 19 but what spectator ¢ ‘ther would subtract sadly from the 
he underbids all competitors Hist int The Conservative in future be place, & the loss of ei 
to amateu Ow fates are a philanth » for pave thet place 
rdom & are based upon a complete Sach a Be Lopic favour a f pine 


m dear Sir, 
" mance most oblig’d, humble, & Obedient Servant, 


| L. Theobald, June. 
© 300 copies 5 X 7 —per page—$o.85 
300 copies 6 X 9 —per page— 1.05 
300 copies 7 X To—per page— 1.25 


I remain 28, TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
As ever yr. humble Servant Nov. 8, 1917 
L Theobald, Jun. My deat Kleiner: — 


27. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
Oct. 14, 1917 
My dear Kleiner:— 


7 xp Fae 
af aaa a To me a good motion picture is vastly more acceptable place him in the front rank, antiquarian knowledge, 
than a poor or poorly acted drama, & I am a regular patron of the ee 
eee ettthens 
Strand Theatre, whose management have placed me on their mailing Anche ee si eee 


list for advance notices of films. Chaplin has been greatly hampered in differ 
Cnt metre g appe 


the past by the execrable taste of his directors, Not one in ten of the y al. T think 1 ¢ vill « 
old Denne comedies could be witnessed without disgust; & a : fee a Cook seems fon eae a this piece—N eMesis—to 
the comedian graduated from them, their traditions could bea. if jee Ws of the bla ia aie ie It was written in 
cling slightly to him. Time will enable him to assert his - in tena € colouring & ee B after Hallowe'e, ee 
more completely above the commonplace conventions 0. 3 rthodox a a dl it titeeags ieee 


metre, a Cross b a 
plet-hating souls of yourself & Mo! Ought to satisfy the a 
* femala, Sit, ever yr most oblig'd, humble, Obedient ge | 


Ludovicus Theobal dus, J 


unr ry 


29. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


D 
My dear Kleiner:— ecember 23, 1917 


ihe oa As to letters, my case is peculiar. I write s : 
actly as easily and as rapidly as I worl utter the se a 
versation; indeed, epistolary expression is with me largely ren 
conversation, as my condition of nervous prostration becomes more and 
mote acute. I cannot bear to talk much now, and am becoming as silent 
as the Spectator himself! My loquacity expends itself on paper, This 
habit gives to my letters a certain careless atmosphere and lack of the. 
torical precision which I fear make an unfavourable impression upon 
my mote scholarly correspondents; but these gentlemen I would ad. 
monish to regard my communications not as studied letters, but as frag. 
ments of discourse, spoken with the negligence of oral intercourse rath- 
er than the formal correctness of literary correspondence. A purist 
might easily pick an hundred flaws in any page of my letters, but I 
trust they do not interfere with the right understanding of what I say, 

My questionnaire arrived yesterday, and I discussed it with the head 
physician of the local draft board—who happens to be a family friend 
and even a remote relative. I wished, if possible, to place myself in 
class I, so that I might help in a clerical way as much as I could—as 4 
typist, clerk, or something of the sort. But he knew too much of my 
constitutional ailments, and directed me to class myself in Class V. Div. 
G.—totally and permanently unfit. This will be Jater acted upon by 
himself and his two associate physicians, but he does not think a ke 
sal very likely; so that I fear whatever service I give the governm' 


must be unofficial and strictly-volun 
physical endurance would make me a 


< lack 0 
tary. As he pointed out, my lack” 
hindrance rather than 4 help 10 


53 

ERS : 
_puBore> a resiltand discipline; also, my manifold weak- 
oe _ to endure any conditions of living except those 
m e unahie Any work under military auspices would te- 
nesses mfortable home. APY arious places to which a physician 


~e at camps and V ; : 
is resenc’ sa is of my condition. It is not flattering to be . 


sness twice within the space of six nee 
oF, : : Ha 
human failings and inefficience. 
is a great exposet of 2 


put the W f 1s disturbed my ambitious effort of last May, in which I 
not MY es urdly robust-looking exterior as a passport to martial 
abs' 


I should now be digging trenches, drill- 
. ish i n Harbour, 
ge unig + PET eda pee. wonde! 
ing; th Co. R. I. Coast Artillery 1s plac P “ : 
b 5% ateur writer would be in any way acceptable to “The Vig- 
if strictly sie so much is heard lately. Theirs is a worthy work, 
ober aty one in view of the subtle anti-government propa- 
anda which remains to be combatted. You may be able to render valua- 
ice in time—I believe you are 4 trained accountant or something 
OP ae There is much need of skilful clerical assistance in various 
governmental departments. : : ein 
As to the general situation, it seems very discouraging just now. It 
may take a second war to adjust things properly. I tremble to think of 
the possibilities of the Russian collapse—which may open the resources 
of a vast country to the enemy. If the predicted Western drive of the 
Huns succeeds, the war is virtually lost. There is something the matter 
with the morale of the more polished nations—they need a little more 
brutality of the ancient Teutonic sort. No army can win without a cer- 
tain savage lust of combat, and this spirit is being undermined with the 
current cant about democracy, idealism, and all that sort of rot. The 
issues should be made clearer—the fight is not in the interests of a 
coming millenium of social reform; it is for hearth and home—for ex- 
isting institutions against a perilous invasion of an unnatural culture. 
Racial factors are also against us. For all our Roman civilisation, the 
enemy has the preponderance of superior blood. If all the Allied na- 
ere ee pete as Prussia, the end would be nearer 
the logical ence one ee pees ne Penton hes 
Britain from the Celt and a tf la ee ee pees aie 
sition, Teutonic blood con € England the Bteatest force in all civili- 
quered the Western wilderness and gave 


m 
the N ational Guard, 


jlantes’’, 
and a very neces 


e 
nable onl 
Anglo-Saxon and om 
0 a petty pan-Getmani 
e of the Teutonic 


manic races, has been fallaciously subordinated t 
a tao is bringing about the virtual suicid 
and driving Anglo-Saxons and Germans in 

liances with alien races. The Saxon has his Hinkoe a aa z 
the German his Turks. Progress is at a standstill, and ces 
human is lost in a mad scramble for a material victory. Even a eae 
tence of the Dark Ages is not possible—a recurrence which vil 
leave the Teutonic race so depleted numerically that the world’s future 
is seriously threatened. Wilhelm, Wilhelm! What has thou wrought? 


I remain, . 
Most sincerely yours, 
H. P. Lovecraft 


0. TO ALFRED GALPIN 
? 598 Angell Street 


Providence, R.I. 
Jany. 26, 1918 


Dear Hasting:— | 
to display to you the latest feat of my slow- 


ras aa : . 
ee the name of the book you recommended to més 


moving wit, regarding 


Etidorpha. 
ue name, obviously Hellenic, puzzle 


a compound of RTI. Then I saw light, 


d me; since I assumed it to be 


and perceived that the initial, 


. HTIAOPEA (Bti- 


m “Iypy—thus: 
ED Epsilon be sec) et 
pECT ' Eta as af | A Aphrodite ( chee ie 


sily DE 
what is this, 


in Liddel 

i (dorpha) 10 
ki an thetical word S0p9% Migr 
a ber bone ees match the supposed ETI, th 
's Gree ’ | 
se trated by that massive letter of 


and respectively yours, 
L. P. Drawoh. 
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31, TO MAURICE W. MO si te 


Feby. 3, 1918 


and doubtless will not be in the next, but when it comes to a catalogue 
of crimes and evils I really cannot think of any worse offense than 
“writing bad verse and not rolling my “rrr . . .s”. I suppose, though, 
that a true theologian would say I have no positive virtue, since I am 
not tempted to evil. I just glide along in my uneventful loquacious 
way, doing what seems to me right and logical. I have no inclination to 
do anything else, But if I had liquorish, homicidal, and thieving ten- 


Tam, Sir, ever your most oblig’d obedient Servt, 
Lo. 
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32. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
My dear Kleiner:— 


he tat st I duly filled Out a questionnaire some time q 5 
ring the medical authorities to National Guard rejection ria 
should prove curious about my physical condition, They an 
been satisfied, for they placed me as disabled—Class V Div. G. 
the formality of an examination. One of the board, who t Fen 
with the family, told my mother I could never have gotten so aan 
him as I did with poor Major Calder of the RING. That wae ai 
tistic piece of lying—my most extensive misdemeanour in the art pe 
truthfulness! But I hated to be left out if there was any chance 
unteeting. The company I would have been in was a splendid one 
(9th C.A.C.) whose Captain chatted with the enlisted men just #8 
though an unbreakable barrier were not supposed to exist between him 
& them! This company, now in Federal Service as the 55th Co., made a 
trip to Providence lately & gave an entertainment in the Strand 
Theatre. It made me feel so—shut out—left behind—that I could not 
bear to attend! It has developed into a fine company now, the group 
photograph shewing a splendid array of virile young men. If my health 
could have borne me along, I half believe I should have been at Jeast a 
non-commissioned officer by this time, for I intended to study hard in- 
deed. I half thought, that if I could hold out long enough, I might ob- 
tain even a commission, I should like one very much, since a clear ma- 
jority of my friends now have them. But I suppose, as the doctor said, 
that I have no real idea of what a soldier has to undergo physically in 
even the smoothest of camp or barrack life. At any rate, he decided 
that a man who cannot stay up all day as a civilian, is not exactly a 
General in the making. So here I set scribbling, & here I seem likely to 
sit indefinitely. . . . 

MOB Your philosophy is a very sensible sort to have—& 10 
the end I suppose is not so remote from mine. What does it all amount 
to, anyway? In a few million years there will be no human race at all 
Man, at best, is but an incident—& a very trifling incident—in the lim- 
itless history of Nature. I am inclined to think that all entity evolves in 
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ing occurs practically all over again. 
like—but that general forms & 
ie & are born again—& So 


ee € repeated: plo e dizzy to think of such ex- 


; one quit ; 
prin P e nd. It i Rae sce near-sighted & orthodox like 
; ibly i 


: i 
of Fad satters! P °° vine Providence, R. I | 
2 Yr obedient & humble serv 
HLovecraft 


NHARDT KLEINER April 4, 1918 
33 TO REI p 
inet :— 


Kle 
ae Lovecraft, published in amateur press from 1914 


verse of H. P. 


to 1918. 
1914 

on a Modern Lothario—Blarney-Stone, Ne 

Acrostic-satire on article by W. E. Grifiin. 
To the Pinfeather Club—Pinfeather, November. ore 
To the Rev. Jas. T. Pyke—United Official Quarterly, Nov. 
To Gen. Ville—Blarney-Stone, Nov.-Dec. 

1915 

1914—Interesting Items, March. 
March—United Amateur, March. 
The Simple Speller’s Tale—Conservative, April. 

Versified version of epigram from Piper—Conservative, April. 
Elegy on Rv. F. C. Clark—Prov. News, April 29. 
Quinsnicket Park—Bad ger, June. 
To the U.A.P.A. from the P.A.P.C.—Providence Amateur, June. 
On the Bay-Stater’s Policy—Bay Stater, June. 
On aN. E. Village Seen by Moonlight—Trail, Summer. 
The Crime of Crimes—lInteresting Items, July. 
Fragment on W hitman—Conservative, July. 
The Magazine Poet—United Amateur, October. 
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i”, Esq.—Bearcat, December, 


A Mississippi Auty : r 
mn 
Ole Miss, Dec. (versified from prose by Mrs, Renshaw) __ 


I916 

A Rural Summer Eve—Trail, January. 
On Receiving 4 Picture of Swans—C onservative, January. 
An American to Mother En ‘gland—Poesy, January. 
The Bookstall—United O fficial Quarterly, January. 
The Teuton’s Battle-S ong—United Amateur, February. 
To the Late ]. H. Fowler, Esq.—Scot. March. 
Temperance Song—Dixie Booster, Spring. 
The Power of Wine—Tryout, April. 
R. Kleiner, Laureatus, in Heliconem—C, onservative, April, 
Content—United Amateur, June. 
The Beauties of Peace—Prov, News, June 27. 
Respite—Conservative, October. 
The Rose of England—Scot, October. 
Brumalia—Tryout, December. 

By Lewis Theoball, Jun. 
The Bride of the Sea—Providence Amateur, February. 
Ye Ballade of Patrick von Flynn—Conservative, April. 
Inspiration—Conservative, October. 
Brotherhood—Tryout, December. 


_ Anonymously Published ° 
To Charlie of the Comics—Providence Amateur, Februaty. 


Oe] 
Elegy on Phillips Gamwell, Esq.—Prov. News, Jan. 5. 
On Genl. Robert Edward Lee—Coyote, Januaty. 
Futurist Art—Conservative, Januaty. 
Fact and Fancy—Tryout, February. ter 
On Receiving a Picture of the Marshes at Ipswich—Merry Minutes, 
March, : 
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April. 


Inspiration 


Wi Mey sock Vagrant June. 


Tryout, July. 


uly. 
Critic Toledo Amateur, July. 


I 
or JAH) in 
oie! iheeted + september. 


agra, re 
: the British 
An Americano egg News—Lryouss 


y, Evening 
by Lewis Theobald, Jun. 


4 Road—Tryout, January. 
h’s Reply—Tryout, February. 


. Tryout, March. 
et mete June. 
Sunset—Tryout, December. 
ascribed to the traitor John T. Dunn 
on from R. I. Hospital School of Nurses—Tryout, 


The Rutte 
the Nymp 


On Graduati 
February. 


Anonymous 


To M. W. M—United Amateur, July. 
To the Nurses of the Red Cross—unpublished. 


1918 


_ The Volunteer—Prov. News, Feby. 1. 


4 Winter Wish—Tryout, February. 
To Jonathan Hoag, Esq.—Eurus, February. 
Abril—Tryout, March, * 
Ver Rusticum—V agrant, to appear soon. © ~ 
A Garden—V agrant, to appear soon. 
Tet Vagrant—to appear soon. 
ie e's Nightmare—V agrant, to appear soon (written 1916). 
“45, 1918—Little Budget, to appear soon. 
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By Ward Phillips 
Astrophobas—United Amateur, January. 
By Ames Dorrance Rersley 


td A Lament—T; ryout, February. 
a - mie : mediocre & miserable junk. He hath sharp 
» Who can discover any t it i eh 
ae y trace of merit in so worthless 4n array of 
I remain 
yf most obt humble Seryt 
HLovecraft 


34. TO MAURICE W. MOE 
598 Angell St. 
Providence, R.I. 


May T5, 1918 


My dear Mo:— 

I am interested in your experiences as a phonograph star. Something 

over a decade ago I conceived the idea of displacing Sig. Caruso as the 
world’s greatest Iyric vocalist, and accordingly inflicted some weird and 
wondrous ululations upon a perfectly innocent Edison blank. My moth- 
er actually liked the results—mothers are not always unbiased critics— 
but I saw to it that an accident soon removed the incriminating evi- 
dence, Later I tried something less ambitious; a simple, touching, plain- 
tive, ballad sort of thing a Ila John McCormack. This was a better suc- 
cess, but reminded me so much of the wail of a dying fox-terrier that I 
very carelessly happened to drop it soon after it was made. I have since 
confined my artistic talents to literature. .. . 

Your wonderment ‘what I have against religion’ reminds me of yout 
recent Vagrant essay—which I had the honour of perusing in manu- 
script some three years ago. To my mind, that essay misses one point 
altogether. Your “agnostic” has neglected to mention the very crux of all 
agnosticism—namely that the Judaeo-Christian mythology is NOT 
TRUE. I can see that in your philosophy trath per se has so small 


SELECTED LETTE, 
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at a a i I are in- 
pects? LE ly realise what it is that Galpin and 2 ae 
p you AP es is the centre of everything, 4 es 

tha' I our mind, é ulations of conduct HOWEVER ; 
A ur world (if you will 


certain f ! 
z n the universe. Yo > a 
1 vigour and erudi- 

f empiti- 


; ted. All the menta 
FECTED: © inp so) is contrat dorsement 0 
saying 7” gisturb your complacent en tarily 


a i volun 
Par of the aBes ‘cal notions, because you 
“on of ragmatica 2 5 
tion d Sener sg certain facts, and certain aig 
Oe bind. In your eyes, man is torn between 07/7 
ee age, and the temperate 


cts of the sav 
men are of but two class- 


lovers of the race. To you, men have but a 
e _self-gratification, to be combatent; and altruism, to 
per as consciously or unconsciously, are leaving out a vast 
be fostered eas wid—making an omission which cannot but inter- 
and potent orf f your philosophical conceptions. You are for- 
Selenite ts restriction to a relatively 


ing Up °” 
sisting ation ¢ 4 
conform fa roblem 1 


fimit your Deer: f maa 

endenctes becfoats 
mental t ences; the degrading instin 
ywo inf hilanthropist. To you, 


Es aia oe ulse which, despite i 
eee seek ed has all through history proved itself as real and 
an thirst or greed. I need not say that I 


.—as potent as : ’ ie 
fer to that simplest yet most exalted attribute of our species—the 
= fe ersistent, unquenchable craving TO KNOW. Do you realise 
ees ‘eh it makes a vast and profound difference whether or 
not the things about them are as they appear? Let me use an analogy, 
s. You recognise a difference between mere 


since you love concretenes 
pleasure and true happiness. As a consistent theologian, you must chaw 


as vital as hunge 


this distinction. You point to two men; one a merely frivolous creature, 
amusing himself by drowning his cares in wine or gaiety; the other a 
conscientious worker of good, who takes satisfaction in knowing that 
he is properly adjusted to society and his fellowmen. Both are equally 
contented, but you will undoubtedly say that only the second man is 
truly happy. You will say, and rightly, that the joy of the first man is 
mete mental apathy; and that if ever he should be forced to think 
about himself and his relation to others around him, he would be 
acutely dissatisfied—would seek to find his place in life and thereby 
satisfy the new misgivings which thought aroused in him. But at this 
Bren you and other orthodox thinkers find it expedient to ‘draw a 
ring across the trail” and turn to other lines of investigation. For the 


very distinction you draw between empty pleasure and true happiness 
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mind and will like my own infini SELECTED LETTER, 
ful consciousness which deals sitios oe ari per 
ble denizens of a wretched little f and directly with th 

ee yspeck on the back d 
es men: taba nee: rie aie ie ane 
1e-begotten Son, whose mission ; 

these accursed Ayspeck inhabiting lice which earn tedeem 
bah!! Pardon the “bah!” I feel several “bahs!”, but out of pete 
only say Gne: But it is all so very childish. I cannot help tae i 
tion to a philosophy which would force this rubbish down my thro 

What have I against religion?’ That is what I have against it! Os 
not mistake me—I have a great deal for it as well. I do not ‘deny ee 
Place in the life of the world’. I am coming to this about twenty or 
thirty pages farther on! !) 

\ Now let us view morality—which despite your preconceived clas. 
sification and identification has nothing to do with any particular form 
of religion. Morality is the adjustment of matter to its environ- 
ment—the natural arrangement of molecules. More especially it may be 
considered as dealing with organic molecules. Conventionally it is the 
science of reconciling the animal homo (more or less) sapiens to the 
forces and conditions with which he is surrounded. It is linked with 
religion only so far as the natural elements it deals with are deified and 
personified. Morality antedated the Christian religion, and has many 
times risen superior to co-existent religions. It has powerful support 
from very non-religious human impulses. Personally, I am intensely 
moral and intensely irreligious. My morality can be traced to two 
distinct sources, scientific and aesthetic. My love of truth is outraged by 
the flagrant disturbance of sociological relations involved in so-called 
“wrong”; whilst my aesthetic sense is outraged and disgusted with the 
violations of taste and harmony thereupon attendant. But to me the 
question presents no ground for connection with the grovelling instinct 
of religion. However— you may exclude me from the argument, if you 
will. I am unduly secluded though unavoidably so. We will deal only 
with materials which may presumably lie within my feeble reach. Only 
one more touch of ego. I am not at all passive or indifferent in oe ct 
for a high morality. But I cannot consider morality the essence © fe 
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ETTERS 


en the two, 29 f 
henomenon fo) 


the former. And more, 
cause of the 


e reality of 

; Pon reialead the true sina 
i hat phenomenon 

a ] effects; ie weer be on ine is certainly not, 

eae a question of whether religion is useful of 

4s you seem o think, ae ely pragmatical mind, this question saa 

extent that you presented no ites subject ss 

to such an clever Vagrant article. But the “agnostic eg 

pate nite en a very utilitarian agnostic (that such “utili- 

. mies pe 1 will not deny. Vide any issue of The 

/ But are they typical?) ! What the honest thinker wishes © 

agate lex human conduct. He simply de 

know, has ach lanation of the things he sees. His only animus 

its deliberate inculcation of demonstrable 

ths in the community. This is human nature. No matter now 

aS be—no matter how much good it may do—we are al- 

oa y its diffusion. The honest agnostic re- 


re ot less disgusted b gost 
a = church with respect for what it has done in the direction of 


virtue, He even supports it if he is magnanimous, and he certainly does 
nothing to impair whatever public usefulness it may possess. But in 
private, he would be more than a mere mortal if he were able to sup- 
press a certain abstract resentment, or to curb the feeling of humour 
and so-called irreverence which inevitably arises from the contempla- 
tion of pious fraud, howsoever high-minded and benevolent. 

The good effects of Christianity are neither to be denied, nor lightly 
esteemed, though candidly I will admit that I think them overrated. 


t— 


But lest you think I have wandered far from my previously expressed 
respect for religion as a lever to move the masses, let me reaffirm that 
nes I tecognise the power of the primal—which amongst the il- 
sore ae and a few of the literate, is a force capable of 
ata one pee wielded. Conversely, I recognise the dangerous 
nee : = an ignorantly atheistical mob—a mob whose atheism 
tends to ines pare ee oer copying others. All rationalism 
SUM total of ia oe and importance of life, and to decrease the 
dal of nearly gui a aEPInCSS In many cases the truth may cause suici- 

served ae =e al depression. Thetefore, I concede that the church 
Pport as long as it can exist, and that agnosticism ought 
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end to be diffused artificially. Yea, more, I will concede th " 
ree are justified in hindering the spread of agnostici a 
: ose whose Opinions are not particularly settled, and who mig 
e Hala either way. But ordinary sense tells us that faith a Be 
on forever. After the war chaos there will be an inevitebieste am 
toward hard facts. The time is coming when the old fotmnlsen ee 
cease to enchant, for nothing can last eternally which is not fo ‘ a 
demonstrable truth. And for that future we must provide wile ie a 
time. Without attacking religion in any way, let us admit me ei: 
and honour are possible outside its charmed circle. Let us clea 
morality as an independent principle, Let us cultivate philanthro rf : 
own sake. True, teligion has hitherto done marvels fon 
we a _ religion will some day perish, and these ines must be 


Your most oblig’d Obt. Humble Seryt, 
of all Woy, 


35. TO ALFRED GALPIN 
Nowhere tae 
: May 27, 1918—10 p.m. 
O thou of microscopic years but telescopic mind:— 


deafk oi I am glad that you cannot know the deadly fatigue and lethar- 
gy which accompany a state of health such as that under which I have 
been staggering for ten years and more. At times the very effort of sit- 
ting up is insupportable, and the least added exertion brings on a sort 
of dull tiredness which soon shews itself in the lagging brilliancy and 
occasional incoherence of my literary and epistolary productions. . « . 

... Instinct is born in the young animal ix full working order—all 
the major instincts are at once capable of expression, and require abso- 
lutely. no instruction for development. The young animal or human 
(pardon the distinction—I do not make it scientifically) would develop 
the same instincts if utterly isolated and without external impressions. 
Young lions do not have to be taught their fierceness, nor human 
beings their greedy treacher 
connected with the genuine intellectual 


ousness, The qualities are innate and uf- 
faculty. Turning to reason, we 
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t it 1 only 4 not be developed according to en i 
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. sinctive Uses F - 
aie to obtain five, as you express it. Now I be 


d three it i It of elementary ob- 
tion Of Q ate orn, but that it 1S the resu. 
te that ti wees is inborn. On the other ee, ree re 
gertion : is instinctive and inborn, as “ its io ae 8 a 
child fot food 1 seemingly menacing object, of its fear 0 c ses 
apptoa ed dit ; which develop without so much as a glance a be 
any of those in f instruction. Let me elaborate: I maintain, 11g y 
roundings OF hint 0 to judge—that a human being born without the 
or not, I eA! cate Slate th the world, would 


d from intercourse wi 
abi <n the slightest trace of manifested rationality, even though 
ev . 
oe ind of high gra 


th a m de and perfect soundness. That same - 
oie iad by particular methods, might become a genius. BUI— 
se rainctive processes of that man would develop exactly the same in 


; ! 
oe maf aa ealy about half alive—a large part of my strength is con- 
ein sitting up or walking. My nervous system is a shattered 
wreck, and I am absolutely bored and listless save when I come upon 
something which peculiarly interests me. However—so many things do 
interest me, and interest me intensely, in science, history, philosophy, 
and literature; that I have never actually desired to die, or entertained 
any suicidal designs, as might be expected of one with so little kinship 
to the ordinary features of life. 

... My innate concentration is so complete that I cannot be diverted 
nara by any amount of digression of the part of those with 
ie pee : oats ee I am the direct antithesis of the person 
ieee oe wrote that last Friday; you know, the day we went 

et John Smith who had just bought such a pretty cot- 


er tO 


A ta; e in by . 
8¢ in Riverside, where the Joneses live—you know, the Joneses that 


are 

3 eens eas, who used to live in “Auburn—and by the 

aula: ee aa fare has been raised to seven cents on the 

ble Sa 2 % ge these war prices are terrible—what a 

will e ee ow: I wonder how this new German offensive 
ie €ar me! What was I talking about?” 


0 “Sherl ” 
every Sherlock ae aoa —I used to be infatuated with him! I read 
; S story published, and even organised a detective 
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hele a ea I was thirteen, arrogating to mysel “i 
About current detective stories—I have 
happened to stumble upon in the ordinary i a 
a, of er seem to me too artificial to be intere es 
pout the word peruse—possibly I do employ j 
See was ever my model of me in me = wads a 
€en surpassed in grace, and the most pleasing of Am mie 
Mr. Washington Irving, obtains much of his charm and y bani 
close adherence to the manner of the older and greater w ; wae 
Note the envelope in which this missive will reach He a : 
bursts or pines away and dies. It is home-made, an wtielce a wees 
Theobaldian craftsmanship. Wherefore, sayest thou? I repl ie i: 
out of envelopes, and not wishing to encroach on my mE mee 
different supply, have utilised my matchless constructive skill ee 
ing my needs. This is an age of conservation, and I fancy I have a 
good use of waste paper. a 
Have I been too boresome! Pray let me hear from you when 
have recovered.: Yr. obt. humble Servt.: a 


f the proud Pseudonym 


’ which I 
an, events, 


sting... 


CticaN essayist, 
fi 


L. Theobald Junr. 


36. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
June 27, 1918 
My dear Klei:— 


My Hesperia will be critical & educational in object, though I am 
“sugar-coating”’ the first number by “printing” a conclusion of the seri- 
al The Mystery of Murdon Grange. I will shew it to you when you 
call. It is outwardly done on the patchwork plan as before—each chap- 
ter bears one of my different aliases—Ward Phillips—Ames Dorrance 
Rowley—L. Theobold, &c. It was rather a good diversion to write it 
Really, I think I could have been a passable dime novelist if I had been 
trained in that noble calling! .......... it 


Iam, Sir, Ever yr. most oblig’d obedien 
Lo 


t Servt 
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598 Angell Street 
Providence, R.I. 
August 21, 1918 
Esq. /Esteem'd Godson:— 

; we ran across each other, since we are 
pag sae rather singular region of thought, with few near at 


poth dwellers oe My family are as delightful and kind as any 


pas ld be—my mo 1 of consideration—but 
none the less I am not though 
awkward and unpleasing—much more so than you, eee? 
paring us, I find you most like me of anyone I know—yet with rea ee 
partiality 1 must concede the brighter mentality to you: Your rate 0 
assimilation really surpasses mine by far. To trace, for instance, my phil- 
osophical views. I began to study astronomy late in 1902—age 12. My 
interest came through two soutces—discovery of an old book of my 
grandmother's in the attic, and a previous interest in physical geogra- 
phy. Within a year I was thinking of virtually nothing but astronomy, 
yet my keenest interest did not lie outside the solar system. I think I 
really ignored the abysses of space in my interest in the habitability of 
the various planets of the solar system. My observations (for I pur- 
chased a telescope early in 1903) were confined mostly to the moon and 
the planet Venus. You will ask, why the latter, since its markings are 
doubtful even in the largest instruments? I answer—this very MYS- 
TERY was what attracted me. In boyish egotism I fancied I might light 
eae with my poor little 2/4-inch telescope which had elud- 
think aus the 40-inch Yerkes telescope! ! And to tell the truth, I 
ee gee aseae me more than anything else—the very neat- 
of the lunar eae a night after night absorbing the minutest details 
though they were en ey I can tell you of every peak and crater as 
hood. I was high i opogtaphical features of my own neighbour- 
other side of our Tne * Nature for withholding from my gaze the 
Philosophy, andre fee It was not till 1904 that I dabbled much in 
had always been an a en I used to smile at extravagant speculation. I 
Rot by any meane » ees because I saw no proof of Deity, but I was 
mic sage. My real philosophical interest began 


Theobaldus Tertivs, 
ather fortunate 


, and have n 
e a meth an I look back, I can see tha Ot penal 
knew it, but it a pam r lhe dies 
former eae re ey sant 3 
Rey y Own mind), and had high ideas about u 
ue Masses. 1 came across a superficially bright Swedish boy in the Pub. 
lic Library—he worked in the “stack” where the books are kept—and 
invited him to the house to broaden his mentality (I was flees ate 
was about the same, though he was smaller and seemed younger.) 
I thought I had uncovered a mute inglorious Milton (he professed a 
great interest in my work), and despite maternal protest entertained 
him frequently in my library. I believed in equality then, and reproved 
him where he called my mother “Ma’m’’—I said that a future scientist 
should not talk like a servant! But ere long he uncovered qualities 
which did not appeal to me, and I was forced to abandon him to his 
plebeian fate. I think the experience educated me more than it educated 
him—I have been more of a cynick since that time! He left the library 
(by request) and I never saw him more. ... is 
Sincerely, gratefully, and godpaternally yours,: 3 
Ludovius Theobaldus Secundas. 


RS, ANNE TILLERY RENSHAW : 
ne iS 598 Angell Street 


August 24, 1918 


5 coe, Bae fla 
Galpin, Junior, Sage, Sing’ 
Re ist was twelve whea 


Pra Oe 


Providence, Rhode Island 
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i mina- 
led in to tutor him for an exa 
10 a : a needed little help. At the ng? - 

ee ht, himself taught Moe 4 new ‘ 
a i but high-school made him 4 re st . 
ae d to deep study. 
oe ae i ne Saracal sacle would by 4 
% d volume after volume—allusions in 
his marvellous acquisitive and re- 


‘o become complete 


ing Be Jance over a page to F 
Se Lane ph Naturally, he joined Moe's ptess 


son or other did not come into the United. apes 
ia a system of philosophy really astonishing tor 
if y enough, comes nearest to 


which, interesting! 
liefs of any system I have ever known. He was not content 
1€. 


d and his little earth serve as the centre of eee he ee 
significance in the midst of absolute eternity an 3 SO 
When a lad of fourteen or fifteen thinks vividly and imag- 
._ atively of these matters, he cannot justly be described as other than 
Zon ee Galpin first dawned above my hori- 
ie ae i when as President I was looking about for a fourth 
vice-president to appoint. I had tried Joseph Harriman, then consid- 
ered the brightest high-school boy in the Association, but he had grad- 
vated and gone to college, so recommended Galpin to me as a vety 
likely candidate. I immediately wrote Galpin, expecting of course a hes- 
itant, school-boyish reply. To my surprise, there came back a sparkling 
letter, full of mature wit and polish, accepting the office, and express- 
ing a desire to enter more fully into amateur journalism. Since then we 
have become the closest of friends and correspondents, averaging three 
oe pet week. On more intimate acquaintance, Galpin drops a 
bebe) ei ae and shows the genuine boyishness in 
it Ribas : ratty te for it, since it takes me back to my own 
sition from one a mae ees events of life to mark the tran- 
Venile point of ae el ood, I have retained more of the old ju- 
Publicly, T have es cee than I would care to acknowledge 
alarmed at the abate 4 ie: tes am at times almost 
fore Galpin ah ip ‘ act that I am getting on in years. Where- 

€ a breath of ancient naturalness—like an awak- 


thing to f 
eight fan ee after a strange dream of gtowing up to be twenty- 
thread of youth again with 


Sisto oer? 


ow : 
anent master of its 


to let mankin 
ognised our 
Jute infinity. 


1S SO easy to take up the 


; ith my own, lam 
HB Me alteady in the ik 


face, and in a f 
ft me behind Complete} 
y. 


€w years will have le 


I subscribe myself 
yf. most obedient hy 


mble 
H. Lovecraft Setvant 


39. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Dept. of Publick Criticism, Offic i 

pe ; e of Ch 
Will’s Coffee-House/Russell-Street ane 
Covent-Garden, London 


August 25, 1718 
Revered Executive:— 


Concerning a local American tone in the contents and decoration of 
a library, I confess I share not your scruples. I cannot feel any teal 
difference betwixt the States and the Motherland, and believe there 
ought not to be. As you doubtless know, I do not favour the Colonial 
side of the Revolution, and should have stood by the King had I been 
alive in 1776, I am part and parcel of an age when Anglo-Saxondom 
was one and undivided—and I do not feel very wicked or abnormal 
when I saw that I would give my life quite as freely for the old flag as 
for the new. It was in August, 1914, that my spirit “entered the 
war”—for King and Empire! Reckoning Anglo-Saxondom as a unit, I 
disregard recent political boundaries in choosing favourite authors. Of 
my prime favourites one (A. Pope) was of the old land, and another 
(E. A. Poe) of the new, I am not an Anglomaniac to the point of anti- 
Americanism—I am metely a Colonial Tory of the ancient regumé 
loving my native town of Providence, my native colony of Rhode- 
Island, and my ancestral and all-including circle of civilisgtion Paee 
nia’s! I live in the vague hope of a reunion some day—and could Bp 
by any process of reasoning convince myself inwardly that zy of ue y 
loyal Englishman and faithful subject of H. M. George Y. 
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hat shocked grandfather 


pTTERS 
no traitor to the 


i ew 
J sed to insist to MY som 


ween Victoria. I am 
ugh, ingrain 
sail than L anand Junr.! God Save Ye 


: i 
sat ne British Colon 
meet 


Q ty library We have 
King! on-personal i et a 3 prejudice, and som 
t 


large number of Amer- 
aa e of which I 


ms age es m 
i sole agains stiality for 18th century pt of oe ae ee z 
on jead. But Y by of the old Jand. I like the ae 2 J 
reading PPP aan N. Hawthorne, and the verse ue eg = 
more Cooper 4 tions of J- B. Lowell likewise gratity ‘ seeer 
The critical disserta' with Galpin hath led me to look over t ae y . 
cently ™Y di at Concord, (Galpin sent me an exquisite little $1 


netson EO i nt last Tuesday—Emerson’s essay on 
- ae De etehaeal dismissed after a mere skim- 
odd rusal, I find Mr. Emerson not altogether want- 
Se tictl snack prefer my older friend Mr. Addison. 
.,o American authors, I nearly forgot my early favourite 
He York, since I think of him half as an Englishman. 


ing, of New : 
saat vastly, both in themes and style, and deem his prose a 
1 


i rmony and model of elegance. 

ey oat detestations amongst the later English. Chas. 
Dickens I cannot bear, and R. Kipling I can only tolerate. A. Tennyson 
fatigues me, and after a time W. Thackeray induceth drowsiness. It 
seems to me that A. C. Swinburne was the only real poet either in Eng- 
land or America since the death of Mr. Poe. Decidedly, I find some- 
thing missing in literature later than Dr. Johnson's day! ’Twou'd shock 
you monstrously, no doubt, were I to tell you that of Ld. Byron’s verse, 
I enjoy English Bards and Scotch Reviewers most! 


Ever yr. most oblig’d, most obt. 
humble Servt. 
Edw. Softly 
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40. TO ALFRED GALPIN 


598 Angell Street 

Providence, RL 
Edgar A. Poe, Esq. Aug. 20, 1848 (1018) 
Appleton, Wis. 


. My dear Mr. Poe:— 


a ae of chemistry, in which I am glad to find 
ptivate me in the Year of Our Lord 1898—in a rather pecyl; 

way. With the insatiable curiosity of early childhood, I used a 

hours poring over the pictures in the back of Webster's Una 
Dictionary—absorbing a miscellaneous variety of ideas. After f Rie 
ae : eae . : amiliar. 
ising myself with antiquities, mediaeval dress and armour, birds. an 
mals, teptiles, fishes, flags of all nations, heraldry, ete., etc,, I lit be 
the section devoted to “Philosophical and Scientific Instruments”, I was 
veritably hypnotised with it. Chemical apparatus especially attracted me 
and I resolved (before knowing a thing about the science!) to have'g 
laboratory. Being a “spoiled child” I had but to ask, and it was mine, I 
was given a cellar room of good size, and provided by my elder aunt 
(who had studied chemistry at boarding school) with some simple ap. 
patatus and a copy of The Young Chemist—beginner’s manual by 
Prof. John Howard Appleton of Brown—a personal acquaintance, The 
Young Chemist was just the book for me—devoted to easy and instruc- 
tive experiments—and I was soon deep in its pages. The laboratory 
“work”—or play—seemed delightful, and despite a few mishaps, ex- 
plosions, and broken instruments, I got along splendidly. Soon I ac- 
quired other books, and began (March 4, 1899) to issue a chemical 
magazine called The Scientific Gazette, which I maintained for eight 
years. This was, I suppose, my entry to amateur journalism! By 1901 of 
thereabouts I had a fair knowledge of the principles of chemistry and 
the details of the inorganic part—about the equivalent of a high-school 
course, and not including analysis of any kind. Then my fickle fangy 
turned away to the intensive study of geography, geology, anthropol 
ogy, and above all astronomy, after which came a revival of classicism, 
Latinty, etc. Not until 1906 did chemistry come into my life again. In 


you interested, 
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puEETe ees 


i ked my dor- 
+ in high-school, which reawa 
acount’ bah Ae ck to the study of matter, 1ts 


d me ba 
that yr oratOF) instincts, gh cvaaal my chemical library by fully 
al . 


ht of the physics text books I bone 

, w in 
lenitude of new instruments. I was a erie 
e obtine ih : smaller laboratory, but the new caine ea 

itn? i in high-school, bu 
took chemistry 10 AIS OE 
is ee had more fun than instruction 10 the oa 
une bee fied in physics and chemistry, and intend- 
; ; just then my nervous 
J . cts at college; but just 

ae specialise 1 thee Jinguish all thought of ac- 
: went to pieces, tinued my chemical studies, dabbling in a cor- 


e I con : ; 
ity. Yet a Ha which helped me in matters of analysis and organic 
ndence co 


i time literature 
resp? ; d by me. But in the mean 
e La ae os hee and I found my interest centering 

re in old-fashioned scribbling. By 1912 I had Erte 
moans epee in chemistry, and have since pattically dismantle 
oat ae owing to my mother’s nervousness at having deadly poi- 
my abo. ? 


sons, corrosive aci 
gible memorial of my 
Brief Course in 
i hysica 
sasha i permanently scarred by a mighty phosphorus burn sus- 
tained in 1907. At the time, the loss of the finger seemed likely, but 
the skill of my uncle—a physician—saved it. It is still a bit stiff, and 
aches in cold weather—as no doubt it always will. During the bandage 
and splint days I had to pick out my verses and articles with my left 

forefinger only on the typewriter... . 
arnt ote An infantile fondness for simple turies led my mother to start 
me on violin lessons when I was seven years old, and through the insis- 
tence of a teacher who said I had musical genius, the farce was kept up 
for two years. I played the exercises because I had to—but abhorred all 
the classics that came before me, and for pleaswre would go back to 
whistling those utterly light and frothy tunes which I really enjoyed. 
{n' 1899 violin practice made me so nervous that it was stopped by doc- 
ae Reine ss thus closeth one branch of L. Theobald’s culture. To 
lous J; ‘3 eyeract improved, and though I revel in absolutely frivo- 
gat opera and musical comedy airs, I cannot bear serious Music 


0 
constitut ymes—to SAY naug 
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with a i 
Capital M. However, I am not so narrow that I do 
Not und 
ler. 


Stand its aesthetic val 
ue, and I never laugh at it in th 
e ma 
North and other celebrated anti-musical personages. So = Of Lory 
: am 
f 


light and catch i i 
Y music, that I tried to writ i a 
ten years old! .. . sui ae about 


With customary expressions of esteem, and the hope th 
ere long be favoured with an epistle from your ate ie 
honour, my dear Sir, to subscribe myself as: Yr. Most h t Peg a 
obedient Servt.: Alexander Pope. pe 


4I. TO ALFRED GALPIN 

Nov., 
Romae.: A.D. XIV. Kal. Nov.: M. Rinartio.Clina.: A.Galpini Se 
cyndo. Coss, L.METADIVS.CAELO. A. GALPINIO.SECVNDO. sp, 
SI. TV. VALES. BENE. EST. EGO.QVOQVE.VALEO. = 


Continuing in the dramatick line, but ascending the scale several de. 
grees, I find Hamlet a most absorbing character, even as you do. It is 
hard for me to give an original estimate or opinion, since other com- 
mentators’ opinions are so abundant; but I find in Hamlet a rare, deli- 
cate, and nearly poetical mind, filled with the highest ideals and per- 
vaded by the delusion (common to all gentle and retired characters un- 
less their temperament be scientific and predominantly rational—which 
is seldom the case with poets) that all humanity approximates such a 
standard as he conceives. All at once, however, man’s inherent baseness 
becomes apparent to him under the most soul-trying circumstances; ex- 
hibiting itself not in the remote world, but in the persons of his moth- 
er and his uncle, in such a manner as to convince him most suddenly 
and most vitally that there is no good in humanity. Well may he ques- 
tion life, when the perfidiousness of those whom he has reason to be: 
lieve the best of mortals, is so cruelly obtruded on his notice. Having 
had his theories of life founded on mediaeval and pragmatical concep- 
tions, he now loses that subtle something which impels persons to 8° 
on in the ordinary currents; specifically, he loses the convictions that 
the usual motives and pursuits of life are more than empty illusions of 
trifles. Now this is not “smadness’—I am sick of hearing fools an 
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RS 
LETTE ; ¥ : im 
_pusct™ rate about “pJamlet’s madness”. It is really a im 
ial criti th. But in effect it approximates menta 
gcial ¢ ¢ absolute tHty. 
sup ef impse ce) 


‘; unimpaired, but Hamlet sees no longer any oc- 
err erceives the objects and events about him, and 
is d to himself, as clearly as before; but his 


j0' other an ; , j 
cats relation £0 4 ic importance, and his lack of any aim or desire to 
ie imate of thet amongst them, impart to his point of view 


new est ordinaty course 
ge contemptuous, ea 
4 madman by mistake. - 


cal singularity, that he may well be thought 


Vale.: L.Metadivs.Caelo. 


(0) REINHARDT KLEINER 


42. T Dect. 4, 1918 


My dear Klei:— 
Like you I am absolutely devoid of actual friends outside of 
Those whom I knew in youth are all active and suc- 
ne a Major in the Regular Army, another a lawyer, 
another an Episcopal clergyman, another librarian of the R. I. Histori- 
cal Society, etc., with any number of rising young businessmen tf 
I may employ a “rubber-stamp phrase”. With such, a sickly recluse 
can have little or nothing in common;—their virile success and 
bustling prosperity but emphasises the melancholy of one whose active 
career ended at eighteen—if indeed it ever existed in more than a nom- 
inal sense, The only persons who could now be teal friends, are those 
who never knew me in my days of high hope and expansive ambition; 
and who therefore expect no more from me than I am able to furnish. 
To them, I should exhibit no such ignominious decadence as I must to 
those who, from early acquaintance, took it for granted that I would go 
normally through the university, achieve a professorship, and by this 
agen sees with a recognised place in the social and academic 
sti nee 4 nonentity with absolutely nothing of real worth to 
Vila. : e other day I saw a featured article in the New 
Ste ane by one whose compositions I used to correct at Hope 
eet High-School! Could irony be ? 

turned! T may ont y greater? How are the tables 

Y only thank the Fates that I am not embittered by the 


correspondence. 
cessful now—O 
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ie see Mmy invalidism has brought upon me. I do ntl 
acquaintances—I merely wish to sink : 
=i ra some achievements to match thers, .Nog ae Sight if 
a Dean Swift, embittered with all humanity. I see tke m 
Ries Society or any individual; but simply prefer to jave aa” 
i ose who have never known me save at my worst—whi = 
I no mote visit the Ladd Observatory or various other bear ii 
Brown University. Once I expected to utilise them as a reall i 
tered student, and some day perhaps control some of them ee 
Member. But having known them with this “inside” ae 5 
q » 4 am 


today unwilling to visit them as a i 
casual outsider and non-unjvers: 
barbarian and alien... . ae 


t hate Or 


Yr. obt. hble. Seryt: 
Lo 


43. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
1/18/19 
Honourable Sir— : 
My mother, feeling no better here, has gone on a visit to my elder 
aunt for purposes of complete rest; leaving my younger aunt as autocrat 


of this dwelling. My aunt does splendidly—but you above all others 


can imagine the effect of maternal illness & absence. I cannot eat, not 
can I stay up long at a time. Pen-writing or typewriting nearly drives 
me insane. But my nervous system seems to find its*vent in feverish & 
incessant scribbling with a pencil. I have written a great deal, though 
perhaps the results shew the effects of my condition. I am assured, 
however, that my mother’s state is not dangerous; that the apparent 
stomach trouble is neurotic & not organic. She writes optimistic letters 
each day, & I try to make my replies equally optimistic; though I do 
not find it possible to “cheer up”, eat, & go out, as she encourages A 
to do. Such infirmity & absence on her part is so unprecedented, ie i 
cannot but depress me, despite the brightest bulletins of her P' a 
cian—whom, by the way, she writes that she is now well enough 


dismiss. a en oblig’d obt Servant 
Lo 


HARDT KLEINER 2/19/19 


Klei: : 
Most al evenly, albeit distressingly slowly. I am ba 4 2 
ot ae mother each day. She considers herself im- 
t, & go 1 3 = stat yet the tardiness of the process is most 
ing, Cai * be to het: So far as exact mental labour is con- 
ae ee the time being. Melancholy at times ” 


uite useless for : : ' i 
ie & tends to inspire effusions like the following, which 


seems oppress 


DESPAIR 
by Ward Phillips 


O’er the midnight moorlands crying, 
Thro’ the cypress forests sighing, 
In the night-wind madly flying, 
Hellish forms with streaming hair; 
In the barren branches creaking, 
By the stagnant swamp-pools speaking, 
Past the shore-cliffs ever shrieking; 
Damn’d daemons of despair. 


Once, I think I half remember, 

Ere the grey skies of November 

Quench’d my youth’s aspiring ember, 
Liv’d there such a thing as bliss; 

Skies that now ate dark were beaming, 

Gold and azure, splendid seeming 

Till I learn’d it all was dreaming — 
Deadly drowsiness of Dis, 


a the stream of Time, swift-flowing, 

ae the torment of half-knowing— 
imly rushing, blindly going 

Past the never-trodden lea ; 

€ voyager, repining, ; 


And th 
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Sees the gtisly death-fire LETTER, 


S shini 
Hears the wicked petrel PBs 


S whining 
As he helpless drifts to sea, 


Evil wings in aether beating; 

Vultures at the spirit eating; 

Things unseen forever fleeting 
Black against the leering sky, 


Ghastly shades of bygone gladness 

Clawing fiends of future sadness, 

Mingle in a cloud of madness 
Ever on the soul to lie. 


Thus the living, lone and sobbing, 
In the throes of anguish throbbing, 
With the loathsome Furies robbing 
Night and noon of peace and rest, 
But beyond the groans and grating 
Of abhorrent Life, is waiting 
Sweet Oblivion, culminating 
All the years of fruitless quest. 


I am ever 
Yr Obt Humble Servt 
L. Theobald Jun’. 


45. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


March 19, 1919 


My dear Klei:— : 
My mother, showing no signs of recovery, has gone : : ae 
where she is receiving the most expert care which mee fe ea 
afford. I strongly hope the change will benefit her. ie 4 2 3 a 
do so, since many features of diet & regimen w Re ee: 
Ae prescribing, are directly opposite to those prescribed by the Pp 


nt, & is mote 
practitioner. Sh 
optimistic than at any time 


i ith the treatme 
self seems satisfied with : 
ce for a month before. My own energy 
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ut I wrote an entire 


ing—b 
i i eee? his morning able to 


time I t 
ae ning recently, & I am 


ight. 
p I nigh 


elf as your 


ibe mys bt Serv* 
rite Jet to subscribe ™ ble, most 0 
: eg to honour Most humble, 5 


ARDT KLEINER March 30, 1919 


46. 70 REINH 
My dea pe : t in my mother’s case, but 
rt equal improvement 10 y 

| wish I could report q tionary. She has now gone to the best 
her condition i ae oe ik Be ay ae, Beers 
gnitarium in this state, where tire & diet, may be hers. Her sojourn 
x every phase of ere = er, Rie Hes GP obliged 
aot sie & dreary interval wherein home will be but half 
home for want of its dominant figure. The prospect is not a pleasing 
one; but I shall be thankful if any procedure, however protracted, can 
restore my mother to normal or nearly normal health. My nerve strain 
sems now to be manifesting itself in my vision—I am frequently 
dizzy, & cannot read or write long without a blurring of sight or a se- 
vere headache, Existence seems of little value, & I wish it might termi- 
nate! 


Iam ever Yr most humble, most obt Servt 


Lo 
41. T0 REINHARDT KLEINER 
My dear Klej:— 4/16/19 
land trip, ne utmost delight that I hear of our pro 
iden ways Which you certain! your proposed New-Eng- 


surpassed, as I trie i 5 : 
probabil vine ES ees in my lines on the subject—which you 
snigred peed fr sen improved in general physical condition, but 
are concerned. Her sojourn at the sanitarium seems 
destined to be of long duration, & you will probably find my aunt still 
in domestic control here when you come. The one relieving factor is to 
know that my mother’s condition is not one of actual danger. I have 
little incentive to do anything, & can appreciate, more than before, the 


effect of your bereavement. 
I remain ever 
Yr most obt Servt 


Lo 


Prime-Minister's Chambers 


48. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
6/17/19 


To H. M. Rinarto I 
King of the United 


Sire:— 


My moth 
ments must 


t arrange 
: thathl feat: PIeeer es 
0) eae Gale hopeful thing is 


ér's health remains Ss 
be consi 


dered as semi-per™m 
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: danger of 

efore in no F 

& ther 9 recover gee 
: t no physt- 
ained in youth, oa i the 


than ff wag b 
preakdow to take anything ss pane of 


ays been 
sae pd wishes & assurance 


S of esteem, 


I am, Sir, ever Y 
obt humble Serv’ 
Jonathan Swift 


r most 


jp. 10 REINHARDT KLEINER July 16, 1919 
Honour'd St. John:— 
THE HOUSE 


Tis a grove-circled dwelling 

Set close to a hill, 
* Where the branches are telling 

Strange legends of ill; 

Over timbers so old 
That they breathe of the dead, 

Crawl the vines, green and cold, 
By strange nourishment fed; 


And no man knows the jui 
er be € Juices they suck from the depths of their dark 


In the gardens are growing 
Tall blossoms and fair, 
Each pallid bloom throwing 
Perfume on the air: 
But the afternoon sun 
With its red i 
slanting ra 
ne oe: a Picture loom oe s 
aber n the curj 
diya, the sweet sc ead ee 


ent of th 
© blossoms tise odours of numb 
umberless 
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The rank lasses are waving 
On terrace and lawn 

1M Memories Saving 

Of things that hay, 

€ stones of the walks 
Are encrusted and wet 
Anda sttange spirit stalks 

en the red sun has set, 


cher is fill’d with faint pictures he fain y, ld 
0 


€ gone; 


It was in the hot Junetime 
I stood by that scene, 
When the gold rays of noontime 
Beat bright on the green, 
But I shiver’d with cold, 
Groping feebly for light, 
As a picture unroll’d— 
And my age-spanning sight 
Saw the time I had been there before flash like fulgury out of the night, 


Y™Most Obt Servt 
Ward Phillips 


50. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
August 12, 1919 
Gifted St. John:— 


You may be interested to hear of the new professional literary part: 
nership of Molo, just entered into. Mo has long been urging me a 
professionalism, but I have been reluctant on account of my 7 i: 
from the tastes of the period. Now, however, Mo has propose : Ls 
for collaboration in which his modern personality will be ee aR 
ne, I am to write the material—mainly fiction— 


P Ww t vi i ie market, 
i i ; i i oO re’ 1S to suit th ; ) 
fertile in lots; hilst he is : | 
IF he 1S 


my antique 0 


am the more lots; w 
since he is the more familiar with contemporary 


all the business part, also; 


since I detest commercialism. Then, 
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s : ; we shall “go 

cTBD © aa ith a remunerative magazine, 

E wi 
Bb jaod” a ey victory: fer our composite wares for 

0 ef 
sple (0 on the te ve which we shall be Horace Philter Mocraft. 
palv ; pseudonym 4 of our own full names: arc cieiee eben far- 

an compoun tion. I trust that we ™ See ing in any Alnas- 
se ; Mo’ ie es though I am eeath 4 wealth!!! Of 
a * two in this ue shall spend my vast See eceze (ein 
thing ream of how ails arrangement shall no ee apts 
Oe tis understood tha eto send my matter unaltered to the 

tinu' 


Moe have carbon copies for mutilation or 
Theobaldus will not bow to any neers a 
sponsibility for the mangled Mocra t m 
r assume ce the late George Meredith (a Liberal) 
5 (Possibly you Sane for the Conservative Press—against his own 
ee ee business is merely a side-line and by-prod- 
doctrines!) This eans of turning an honest penny if possible. vee 
uct; bare of being altered in some subtle way is rather singu- 
Your oe. incomprehensible psychologically. Such a thing might 
i oa inappropriate subject for introspective, meditative verse. The 
oddest impression I ever possess, is of the tremendously rapid rush of 
time—which seems to slip by me alarmingly. Events of ten or fifteen 
years ago seem as but yesterday, and the mere fact of being grown up 
is at times incredible to me, as I glance over some book particularly as- 
sociated with my boyhood. At such times it is the present world which 
seems the more unreal and fantastic—I half expect to wake up and find 
the world of 1903 or thereabouts encircling me. This retrospective cast 
of mind, operating in various other channels, is probably what inclines 
me toward Graeco-Romanism and the Georgian Age. 


The real ego 


wrote 


I remain 


Yr. most humble and Obt. Servant, 
L. Theobald, Jun. 
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51. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Honourable Sir: 


B in 
eee ae bape 
it has brought me only sli 
“ intensely appreciated few to a eee ie : 
chee always cling to the Kleicomolo and G; 
always be glad to help any writer who wish 
Organisation I am done... . : 


eur journalism, 

nd insults, EXCEDE from 
er be fervently Statefy] 
Gallomo circle, and shal 
me to do so; but With the 


With best wishes, Ever yt. obt. py Se 
Timon Coriolanus, Esqr. iy 


52. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
September 14, 1919 
Castle Theobald 
Esteem’d but Desolated St. John:— sbi 


To begin with, let me extend the sincerest commiserations on the 
general state of your mind and interests, which is indeed not at all un- 
like my own. As you are aware, I have never been able to soothe myself 
with the sugary delusions of religion; for these things stand convicted 
of the utmost absurdity in the light of modern scientific knowledge. 
With Nietzsche, I have been forced to confess that mankind as a whole 


has no goal or purpose whatsoever, but is a mere superfluous speck in 
the unfathomable vortices of infinity and eternity. Accordingly, I have 
hardly been able to experience anything which one could call real hap- 

as can one who 


piness; or to take as vital an interest in human affairs 
” in the general plan 


still retains the hallucination of a “great purpose 1 Te & ae 
of terrestrial life. All this you know through my contributions to 
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ese circumstances to 
h I have “noth- 


been 
ke objective int 
erfect acceptance 
t most 


thus 
Dey erest, 


. m P 
hich comes fro 
bs “+o to care abou! 


minimise acute suffering 


., of humanity is to 
ever satisfaction 1s derivable from 


t of truth. 


resent philosophy, 
much emotion—which is, after all, a 
ic activity. It may, of course, be pleasan 
involves the play of 
true intellection rest 


it would be that you 
distinctly inferior 
t and desirable in 
less evolved than 


the min 


e 0 
If 1 were to criticise your P 


demand too 
form of psych 
a way; but it 
that wherein 
lower creation, 


a supreme goal apn 
pleasure of non-emotional imagin 
found in the perception of truths. It will always be more 0 


panied by secondary or vestigial emotional phenomena, but these phe- 
nomena will be of a rarefied type dependent on reason and imagina- 
oetry no longer enchants you, I should advise yout 


tion. Now that p 5: 
choice of philosophy as a substitute. Having failed to derive satisfaction 


from contemplating yourself as a highly organised centre of impres- 
sions and sensations, try contemplating yourself as a speck of dust in 
the midst of infinite creation, whose depths hold vast secrets for your 
solution. There is excitement and life in the thought. In place of Lamb, 
Are or Tennyson, try Darwin, Huxley, Tyndall, Spencer, and 

nae a scientist instead of a litterateur. 
Ppiness, in the romantic sense, is in most cases an unattain- 


f nervous tissue far 
des. It is a link with the instinct of 
and consequently is not to be fostered. or encouraged as 
of human endeavour. What man should seek, is the 


ation—the pleasure of pure reason, as 
r less accom- 


“able i Lye 
€ impossibility. Remember that the goal of the great Epicurus was 


Not an noovn i 

arn Revi (Hedonism), or pleasure, but a lofty érapayta 

oer M. ae edom from cares and _ trivial thoughts. Canadas 

ARE » ae observer without emotions, and have as our 

on petal aa observation and classification of the facts eA 
at I, who hardly know what an emotion 3 
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(outside of a WwW b c an ver once 
fe 


€8S vexed : 
than he who js constantly straining a a while! 


), 
fter new sensations far 


H. Paget Lowe 
m 
(my latest Pseudonym) 


53- TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Angell-St. 

East of Ye Great Bridge ; ; 
27th Septr., N. S. ite “lama 
Laurell’d Bard:— 


Returning to the subject of Grove Street’ melanch 2 
ny—I concede the logick and desirability of your rea pene 
ot two's wait before the ceremony is to be understood—I took all ie 
for granted when speaking of an “immediate” union. Of course rn 
unfamiliar with amatory phenomena save through cursory reading I 
always assumed that one waited till he encountered some nymph hs 
seemed radically different to him from the rest of her sex, and without 
whom he felt he could no longer exist. Then, I fancied, he commenced 
to lay siege to her heart in businesslike fashion, not desisting till either 
he won her for life, or was blighted by rejection. Of seeking affection 
for affection’s sake—without any one special fair creature in mind—I 
was quite ignorant! Pardon, I pray you, the dulness of one but imper- 
fectly instructed in the details of Paphian emotion. 

I have never perused the epistles of M. Mérimée, nor indeed, any- 
thing else of that gentilhomme’s! My reading of publish’d letters hath 
largely been confined to those of 18th century British authors, and of 
Romans such as M. Tullius Cicero, T. Pomponius Atticus, and C, Plin- 
jus Caecilius Secundus, I agree that epistles have much interest, those 
of Mr. Cowper being perhaps the most interesting of all. However, I 


can hardly agree that those pertaining to the fair are especially or even 


ordinarily entertaining. The whole subject of the fair is so ore 
and done to death by authors great and small, that to me it seem 
somewhat trite and boresome. Anything else is a relief ! Yet as you SAY) 
or rather, as you quote, the influence of females up 


conventions of society is perhaps not incon 


on the superficial | 
siderable. I probably under 
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5 ever kept me within a2 home 
elded influence. - - - 
f countless nocturnal feat 
‘nuity are unusual. 
to . nly its coherence and oo Se ak 
oi expericn Be strange barren Sas 7 aheae 
$ dren i ers and domes. 
cn sed dese ces ee induced by a reading of some 
5, I shall also repeat my abyss dream 
want Comogal to hear 
lus of cannabis indica. 
5 of unreality I might 


th ha 

oor heal 
it, since have wi 

imal " ther and aunts 1 but one 0 

¢ if mo 0 mine—it is Du! 

where” nat dream 


-ece’s horror storie ul 
oe Ul pardon the repetition. I 
es without the stimu 
ho can say what world 


: ef you wi 
a this dreaming ae 
4 I take that drug, 


He I beg to subscribe my self ever 
Yr. most obt. humble Servt. 
H. Paget Lowe 


LPIN, LOVECRAFT, & MOE) 
Providence, R.I. 
Tuesday, September 30, 1919 


54. THE GALLOMO (TO GA 


about whom one hears relatively littlek—Henry B. Walthall and the 
Japanese Sessue Hayakawa. The latter was my late young cousin’s favour- 
ite. Walthall possesses tragical potentialities all too seldom utilised on 
the scteen, His part in the Birth of a Nation, though a leading one, 
failed to do him justice. He could create a sensation if some of Poe’s 
tales were dramatised—I can imagine him as Roderick Usher or the 
ie character in Berenice. No one else in filmland can duplicate his 
eye oe hideous terror or fiendish malignancy. Hayakawa 
I would ‘ais Pathos, and would soar high if he were a white man. 
Both Walthall sarin eee dash of white blood somewhere. 

nown more widely, eg ey Gane Ge aE 


I am, Gents, yt. obt. && 
M. LOLLIvs 


55. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
October 14, 1919 


Admirable St. John:— 


I celebrated Columbus Day by one of my cherished solitary rambles 
through the agrestic recesses of Quinsnicket Park. The day was as de- 
lightful as October can produce, and I had the most congenial of com- 
panions—a pocket telescope, and a century-old copy of Thomson's 


Seasons—which Alfredus despises so bitterly. As is my custom, I 
read those parts which possessed a particular bearing on the setae 
- __including the episode of Lavinia, where Mt. Pore Erie, sae 
i i t+-tctno Thomson's rough MS. The time 
lines of his own when criticising EN een 


oon, and it was delightful to penetrate ! ; 
abi alienised suburbs where reigns Hebrew, Italian, 


skip. As ruly, few sig all 
mera; for truly, heaves, 2¢ ©? 
absenceih feds by twilight, walls, hedges, a joe end the Pry, 
the harvest 0° clicious whole. Verily, I aig the spell! And # i 
blending te poet who can fail to a mellow yoices f sige 
of a rd the on 
cholaey: ete the enchantmen' reg probably tow ye 


to complete 7 
swains in simple melody 


pops 


m as the scions of that contented 


peasantty Yr. most Obt. humble Servt.; 
H. Paget Lowe 


Same Old Address 
November 9, 1919 
in New-York / Philandering and 


56. 10 REINHARDT KLEINER 


Lothario Chimney; Esqr. / Brooklyn, 


Nicotinical Sit:— 
Anent tobacco—I fancy you will be tired of it ere long. Lest you as- 


sign to me an excess of credit for conscious asceticism, let me say that 
pethaps the chief factor in my abstinence from the beguiling weed is 
that I detest the d—d stuff most cordially! Its fumes are disgusting to 
me, hence though I smoked when about twelve years old—just to seem 
like a grown man—I left off as soon as I acquired long trousers; which 
formed a substitute symbol of independent adulthood. I cannot see yet 
Deiter finds attractive about the habit of imitating a smoke- 

gee At 7:00 a party consistin, i 

g of Miss H., h 
Aste Thesbald hee cut ror tise » her aunt, young Lee, 
Bras onainay' great event. Arriving early at the Cop- 
, No ; 
© accompanied and introduced fe oe epee HAs Sota 
i °y Prof. George Baker of Harvard. 


» His hair is ]j ; and his smile is winni . 
rs ight b i ning and in- 
to very clearly British, Hy town. His 


as encircled by auto fa 
t almost mustered Ba 
akened at the last 


empt 
ose with whom he shook 


ere headache, I could gym. 
pathise; for although I had stood the day of unusual exertion renal 


bly well, my Poor cranium was pounding and feeling most laments. 
bly—the pain having begun about half way through the lecture. Still 1 
was able to keep up and navigate my course through the maze of aa 
disarranged chairs in the vast ballroom where the address was deliy. 
ered. We saw Dunsany enter his cab and drive off; then repaired to the 
nearest white post for my South Stationward car. . . . Altogether it 
was a most remarkable and highly enjoyable experience for me in 
these latter days of valetudinarian retirement. I had not been in Boston 
before since Jan. 1916—and not in Cambridge since 1910. To see 
and hear a favourite author is something rare indeed for one whose 
favourites lie so largely in the past! With you, Mocrates, and little Gal- 
pinius there, my pleasure would have been compleat! 

The one sequel to the lecture does not concern me, but deserves nat- 
ration (an unconsciously egotistical sentence!). Miss H. could not quite 
give up the idea of an autograph, so on the following day wrote a let 
ter to Dunsany, enclosing several tokens of esteem for him and for his 
wife; the greatest of which was a genuine autograph letter of Abraham 
Lincoln. Soon afterward she received a most courteous reply from His 
Lordship, written personally with his celebreated quill, and pe 
a pleasant enclosed note from Lady Dunsany! Of this ie A i 
great an author, Miss H. is justly proud in the extreme; an 
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i t 
treasure of priceless worthy Trill ‘here pret 


: ta 
wy dear MIS Bete for your kind letter and present, and for 
ery 
thank you ¥ 


‘fe. I had not seen the Lin- 
ing litle sagen sisi to have it. It is a stately 
ce eral of human kindness; and I doubt 
by any i can achieve anything better’ than that. 

With many thanks, 
Yours very sincerely, 
Dunsany 


ps. I'll write plenty more for you.” 


Yr. most oblig’d Obt. Servt. 
Humphry Littlewit, Gent. 


57. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
Twickenham 
3rd Decr., 1919 
My dear Kleiner:— 


As you infer, The White Ship is in part influenced by my new Dun- 
sanian studies. There are many highly effective points in Dunsany’s 
style, and any writer of imaginative prose will be the better for having 
tead him. . . . Today I go down to obtain the very latest Dunsany 
book—just published—Unhappy Far-Off Things, which I first saw ad- 
etiised in the November Atlantic, Recently I read Time and the Gods, 
which is not only highly interesting but richly philosophical. You sure- 


ly must read Dunsany—j 2 J 
y—in places his k . 
Pfose medium. If an Z Work is pure poetry despite the 


yoné can restore the old literary Kleiner it is this 

2 ised John Moreton Drax Plunkett! 

2 sae 

ih ies to say that during the past two months my mother’s health 
more decided improvement than at any other time since 


her breakdown ; 
wa in January, She wi 
‘eturn home for a eats ibe not, however, be strong enough to 
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With i 
Sincere assy 
r 
ances of profound esteem and y 
Ovaryin 
& tepa 
tq 
> 
am, Sir, 


Tvt, 


Ever yr. most humble, most obedient Se 
Horace Walpole, - 


8. THE V. 
5 GALLOMO (To GALPIN, LOVECRAFT & MOE) 
> 


Providence, Ry 
December ry. 
Before quitting the subj TI, I919 
: ject of Loveman and horro F 
relate the frightful dream I had the night after I alee I Must 
letter. We have lately been discussing weird - Ls latest 


tales at len 
recommended several hair-raising books to me; so a a he has 
mood to connect him with any thought of hideousness or super Ee the 


terror. I do not recall how this dream began, or what it was reall ll 
about. There remains in my mind only one damnably bloodwciet 
fragment whose ending haunts me yet. me 

We were, for some terrible yet unknown reason, in a very strange 
and very ancient cemetery—which I could not identify. I suppose no 
Wisconsinite can picture such a thing—but we have them in New-Eng- 
land; horrible old places where the slate stones are graven with odd 
letters and grotesque designs such as a skull and crossbones. In some of 
these places one can walk a long way without coming upon any grave 
less than an hundred and fifty years old. Some day, when Cook issues 
that promised Monadnock, you will see my tale The Tomb, which 
was inspired by one of these places. Such was the scene of my 
dream—a hideous hollow whose surface was covered with a coarse, 
repulsive sort of long grass, above which peeped the shocking stones and 
markers of decaying slate. In a hillside were several tombs whose fa- 
cades were in the last stages of decrepitude. I had an odd idea that no 
living thing had trodden that ground for many centuries tll ee 
and I arrived. It was very late in the night—probably in ae 
hours, since a waning crescent moon had attained onside ae 
in the east. Loveman carried, slung over his shoulder, a er fat 
phone outfit; whilst I bore two sp eae We ee Ke Hf away 
sepulchre neat the centre of the horrible place, and D¢6 


TER 
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one ; it by the 
prEct® LE th which had been washed sees nae ett ie 
Sy ‘> the dream, looke 
0ss°B Loveman, in 

sa 0 erable au * shich he has sent me—@ large, ee ie 
ie snap f tie in features (albeit dark), and iti aia 

not thé es ding ears. We did not speak as he lat 
$e Cat d helped me clear away the earth 


of a paif ovel, an 5 : 
gave fi utfit, took @ shovel, ch impressed with something 


ig telephone © d very mu ie We 
his teleP 5, We ee we completed these preliminaries, and 
sia to survey the sepulchre. He seemed to know ex- 
eC 


d I also had an jdea—though I cannot 
he vs a All th I recall is that we were following 
ember W. i Loveman had gained as the result of extensive 
Gag d books, of which he possessed the only ake 

know, has a vast library of rare first edi- 
copies. (Latent ses pteciO to the bibliophile’s heart.) After 
tions et estimates, Loveman took up his shovel again, and using it 
aie sought to pry up 4 certain slab which formed the top of the 
pate He did not succeed, so I approached and helped him with 
my own shovel. Finally we loosened the stone, lifted it with our com- 
bined strength, and heaved it away. Beneath was a black passageway 
with a flight of stone steps; but so horrible were the miasmic vapours 
which poured up from the pit, that we stepped back for a while with- 
out making further observations. Then’ Loveman picked up the tele- 
phone outfit and began to uncoil the wire— speaking for the first time 
as he did so. 

“I'm really sorry,” he said in a mellow, pleasant voice; cultivated, 
= a ae aes “to have to ask you to stay above ground, but I 
Hobe sae ihe consequences if you were to g0 down with me. 
Pi whiGdk eee ee 
even from what the ecbucsea what I shall have to see and do—not 
don’t think saci pit a and from what I have told you—and I 
come out of that place tke cies parts ae F 8° down and 

e. At any rate, this is no place for 


anybody who can’t : 
ia siiea ee an army physical examination. I discovered this 


reading in some rare ol 


I would not for a Ponsible in a way for anyone who goes with me—so 


thousand dollars let you take the risk, But I'll keep 


e 
very move I make by the telephone—you see I've 


of the earth and back!” 


You informed of 


€nough wi : 
84 Wire here to teach to the center 


“God, Lovecraft! If you could see what I am seeing!” 1 now asked 
in gteat excitement what had happened. Loveman answered in a trem- 
bling voice: 


“T can’t tell you—I don’t dare—I never dreamed of #his—I can't tell 
—It’s enough to unseat any mind——wait——What’s this?” Then a 
pause, a clicking in the receiver, and a sort of despairing groan. Spe 
again— 

“Lovecraft—for God’s sake—it’s all up—Beat it! Beat it/ Don't lose 
a second!” I was now thoroughly alarmed, and frantically asked Love- 
man to tell what the matter was. He replied only “Never mind! 
Hurry!” Then I felt a sort of offence through my fear—it itked me 
that anyone should assume I would be willing to desert a companion in 
peril. I disregarded his advice and told him I was coming down to his 
aid. But he cried. ar 

“Don’t be a fool—it’s too late—there’s no use—nothing you of ysl 
one can do now.” He seemed calmer—with a terrible, resigned oe 
if he had met and recognised an inevitable, inescapable pete e 
was obviously anxious that I should escape some unknown ee i 

“For God’s sake get out of this, if you can find 7 pele itt Bed! 
joking—So long, Lovecraft, won't see you again—God: 
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t the last words, his tone was ae ae 
gp bse : t vecll the wording as Bee pete Las Fe 
ve tried ® Jlowed 2 long—h eously aa 
a aes Pye ae Loveman, but was absolutely pees 
gilence- . i was an impossibility. I could Pa EY ers 
The slight edly into the telephone— Loveman! Loveman.: ee 
eat rouble?” But he did not reply. And then came 
is it? on a ful thing—the awful, unexplainable, almost un- 
jevably fright ‘i ve said that Loveman was now silent, but after 
mentionable ENE oe ting another clicking came into the re- 


: f terrified wal - f 
g vast Pla Le daga are. you there?” And in reply came a 
a. 


which I cannot describe by any words I know. Shall I 
hollow—vety deep—fluid—gelatinous—infinitely dis- 

|_-thick? What shall I say? In that telephone 
se aed it as I sat on a marble bench in that very ancient un- 
ee ‘th the crumbling stones and tombs and long grass 


known cemetery W1 : 
and dampness and the owl and the waning crescent moon. Up from the 


sepulchre it came, and this is what it said: 

“YOU FOOL, LOVEMAN IS DEAD!” 

Well, that’s the whole damn thing! I fainted in the dream, and the 
next I knew I was awake—and with a prize headache! I don't know 
yet what it was all about—what on (or under) earth we were looking 
for, ot what that hideous voice at the last was supposed to be. I have 
read of ghouls—mould shades—but hell—the headache I had was 
worse than the dream! Loveman will laugh when I tell him about that 
dream! In due time, I intend to weave this picture into a story, as I 
ih as dream-picture into The Doom that Came to Sarnath. 1 

ée: b . . 
eae aa I have a right to claim authorship of things I 
Si © take credit, when I did not really think out the picture 

1 WY Own conscious wits. Yet if I d i i 

wll ; i © not take credit, who’n Heaven 
give credit tuh? Colerid : 
£ Coleridge claimed Kubla Khan, so I guess I'll 


Claim the thine an’ ler : 
dream!! 8 an’ let it go at that. But believe muh, that was some 


ceiver. 1 
yoice—a thing 
ay that it was 
eh hly—guttura 


Well, G ey dit 
od test you, Merry Gentlemen, may nothing you dismay 
Your affectionate Grandfather, 
M. LOLLIVS. TIBALDVS 


— _, 


; SELECTED LETTERs 


HARDT KLEINER : 
59. TO REIN The Mitre Tavern 
27 Dect., 1719 


Esteem’d St. John:— 
The whole affair is one of vast singoiay zs eee and in 
Shai 2 tale would ‘have become a horror stoty with a very 
aeaete of climax. I should have had the lady display odd flashes 
of knowledge of the immemorial past, coupled with a certain. mingled 
horror and contempt of old age. I should have had her shew, on the 
occasion of a trip through the Metropolitan Museu of Art, a curious 
fear when confronted with a particular inscription on an Egyptian 
stone. Then I should have had a friend of yours from Paris—let us call 
him M. Duval—meet her, and start back in fright—never quite daring 
to explain his fear, but afterward muttering to you that she queerly re- 
sembled a miniature which his great-great grandfather had worn in a 
locket, and which was connected with a ‘peculiar family legend not 
pleasant to describe. And then I should have had you notice one morn- 
ing before your mirror, that you were aging alarmingly and inexplica-. 
bly—that your face, a few months before that of a youth, was now as 
that of a man of forty. You spoke of this to her, and her laugh sent a 
chill down your spine—and you noticed that she seemed younger than 
when you had first known her. Then you friend from Paris noticed the 
change in you and in her—and would often become very thoughtful. 
He sent to his ancestral chateau in Vancluse for some documents— 
relating to some family financial arrangement, he told you, when one 
day you surprised him in the midst of the yellowed papers. And then 
you began to suspect that he was in the habit of following you and 
the lady—you even feared he would try to trace her to her home. One 
day the lady disappeared, and shortly afterward your friend returned 
to France. Then, three months later, you bought a copy of The Wander- 
ing Jew in Ann Street, ‘and found on the newspaper wrapping the 
following item; three months old: 


= Mystery in East Side Lodging 
Police baffled by events in room at 136 East 25th Street. 


SPECIMEN PAGES OF LOVECRAFT LETTERS 
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sELECTED LETTERS 99 


Police today are on the watch for a young woman, old woman, and 
young man, believed to have knowledge of a skeleton found last night 
in the young woman’s apartment at 136 East 25th Street. The young 
woman, known as Miriam Smith, engaged the room two years ago; and 
is believed to have been a clerk or saleswoman. She is described as 
dark, comely, and somewhat sad in appearance, usually dressed in black 
and wearing a silver crucifix. She suffered from some obscure ailment, 
evidently of the heart, but had recently appeared in strangely better 
health, and much younger in aspect than before. The old woman and 
young man are not known in the locality. 

Last night at about rz o’clock Miss Smith was seen to enter her 
apartment, a light immediately appearing at her window. Five minutes 
later a handsome and well-dressed young man followed her into the 
building. Tenants report loud voices in the Smith apartment, followed 
by a series of screams too shocking to describe; and Mr. Isidor Fitz- 
patrick, who lives across the street, claims to have seen at the window an 
aged woman with streaming white hair, waving her arms in a frantic 
manner. Immediately afterward the young man left the house in great 
haste and was seen to walk swiftly in the direction of Madison Square. 
Moans proceeding from the Smith room caused an investigation on the 
part of Patrick J. Cohen, the landlord, who after failing to obtain a re- 
sponse to his knocking, had the door broken down by Officer McGold- 
stein of the —th Precinct. At first the investigators were overpowered 
by the hideous stench that emanated from the room, but later they en- 
tered and discovered on the floor a skeleton, seemingly of great age, 
since the bones crumbled to powder at the touch of the patrolman’s 
club. Of the young woman no trace was found, though she was not 
seen to leave the apartment. Of the old woman seen by Mr. Fitzpatrick, 
nothing further was seen or heard. The skeleton bore no distinguishing 
mark, but is thought to have been that of a woman. One hand, seem- 
ingly raised to the throat, held in its grasp a silver curcifix. 

Pardon my flight of fancy—but mysteries always arouse my imagina- 
tion. It seems too bad to let them pass without providing material for a 
tale of the grotesque or‘ arabesque. I fear if I were to try to become a 
lady’s man like you, I should offend all my charmers at the very outset 
by weaving them into weird and horrible tales! But’ fortunately horror- 
writers are not often ladies’ men—notwithstanding Mr. Poe’s fondness 
for the fair. 


roo 


T have just finished a 


dolph ghastly tale entitled 


Carter, based on an actual dream of min 
cussing 
as ue me several volumes of wei i ee 
at it is hardly remarkable that I should dream of ben e ee 

N this way,” 

Accept, Sir, the usual assurances ¢ 


tc,, f, 
Yt. Obt, ble, gern 
H. Papet Lowe 


60. THE GALLOMO (TO GALPIN, LOVECRAFT, AND MOE) 


1920 
Speaking of the “Carter” story, I have lately had another odd den 
—especially singular because in it I possessed another petsonality—a 
personality just as definite and vivid as the Lovecraft petsonality which 
characterises my waking hours. 4 ’ 
My name was Dr. Eben Spencer, and I was dressing before a mitror 
in my own room, in the house where I was born, in a small village 
(name missing) of northern New York State. It was the first time I 
had donned civilian clothes in three years, for I was an army sutgeon 
with the rank of xst Lieut. I seemed to be home on a furlough— 
slightly wounded. On the wall was a calendar reading “FRIDAY, 
JULY 8, 1864”. I was vety glad to be in regular attire again, 
though my suit was not a new one, but one left over from 186r. After 
carefully tying my stock, I donned my coat and hat, took a cane from @ 
rack downstairs, and sallied forth upon the village street. Soon a vet} 
young man of my acquaintance came up to me with an ait if peri 
and began to speak in guarded accents. He wished me to au ae 
his brother—my professional colleague Dr. hese i) ee 
-were greatly alarming him, I, having been his best aie a Hr a 
some influence in getting him to speak freely—for sure ae gectet 
to tell. The doctor had for the past two years been con ‘ 


that 
experiments in a laboratory’ in’ the attic of his home, and bee Z 


ror 


: i i ing odours were 
pee i b t himself. Sickening 
pe it no one bu e 
! door he é mn r... and odd sounds were at times = 
(a tected nea * " pidly: lines of care—and of something 


l p . . 
a ie doctor ai pee in face, and his hair was rapidly 
main in that locked room for dangerously long 


i i uestion- 
oing Bey" food and seemed uncannily saturnine. All a = 
“ cervals without ‘prother was met with scorn of tage—wi Pp Z 
10 from the YOUNse so the brother was much worried, and stoppe 


ing * easiness : ce : Chester 

haps 4 little a a = awite and aid. I went with him to the rit 

me of the stree E aeate of two stories and attic in a pretty yard wl 
ite str 


e—a whi ; iet side street, where peace seemed to 

icket see IT ire . the times, In the darkened parlour, 
abide despite d eee time, was 4 marble-topped table, much hair- 
where I waite and several pleasing whatnots covered with pebbles, 
cloth ere tas Soon Dr. Chester came down—and he had 
anos, and d me with a saturnine smile, and I began to question 
pas ois as I could, about his strange actions. At first he was 
1 Gene ulting—he said with a sort of leer, “Better not 


defiant and ins A 
i “nae Better not ask!’ Then when I grew persistent (for by 


this time I was interested on my own account) he changed abruptly and . 
snapped out, “Well, if you must know, come up!” Up two flights of 
stairs we plodded, and stood before the locked door. Dr. Chester 
opened it, and there was an odour. I entered after him, young Chester 
bringing up the rear. The room was low but spacious in area, and had 
been’ divided into two parts by an oddly incongruous red plush por- 
tiere, In the half next the door was a dissecting table, many bookcases, 
and several imposing cabinets of chemical and surgical instruments. 
ere = and I remained hete, whilst the doctor went behind the 
bia ae ae bearing ona large glass slab what appeared 
Pdadcsaaedshin: na severed just below the elbow. It was damp, 
Spencer,” a ne ioe a and the fingets were without nails. “Well, 
lal of casi. ster sneeringly, I suppose you've had a good 
sionally, of ‘thi pein in the army. What do you think, profes- 
atm, and said dp ay sl ase0 clearly that this was not a human 
castically, “You are a better sculptor than doctor, 


e sé— He would re 


Chester. 7, 


. This is not th ae phe 
Plied in @ tone that ae nang thing.” And Chester re- 


ood _congeal. ‘Not yet, Spencer, not 


Io2 


Ppeated again behi aie o 
é ind the pottiere and Rs 
se et eee larger arm. Both vente ONce 
; ; as € brink of a great revelat; oe 
pilaekeas Feafaece deliberate motions rae ie: awaited With 
Eee ia 7 - beginning Spencer,” he said as he whe Colleague 
Baan oc a time. “Watch the curtain” And no behing the 
eee i abl : part of my dream, for the residue ig ate Cnds the 
; rand . . i that I was in civilian clothes for the inate Be 
Boia. . fally I was rather self-conscious, As I waited f Py 
n I caught sight of my teflection in the gl: ie fn 
0 instry. 


ment case, and discovered that my vety corefallya de 
Moving to a long mirror, I sought to adjust it, but the Bian 
a 

w 


proved hard to fashion artistically. And 
fade—and damn the luck! I sat ae seat var ene 
with the personality of H. P. Lovecraft restored! ] have i ates 
Chester, or his young brother, or that village, since. ] a ae 
what village it was. I never heard the name of Eben Specs aan 
since. Some dream! If that happened to Co, he would be duly seg 
supernatural explanation; but I prefer actual analysis. The cause of the 
whole is clear—I had a few days before laid out Mrs. Shelley's Frank. 
enstein for re-reading. As to details—Ambrose Bierce supplied the 
Civil War atmosphere, no doubt; whilst it is easy to trace in Dr, Ches- 
ter and his brother—facially, I mean—the likenesses of my boyhood 
friends Chester and Harold Munroe; those brothers of whom I spoke 
in one of my ancient KLEICOMOLOES. I am not sleeping much this 
week, but last night I had a promising fragment of a dream that was 
cut short by premature awakening. I was alone in’a black space, when 
suddenly, ahead of me, there arose out of some hidden pit a huge, 
white-tobed man with a bald head and snowy beard. Actoss his should- 
ers was slung the corpse of a younger man—cleanshaven, and grizzled 
of hair, and clad in a similar robe. A sound as of rushing wind of @ 
roaring furnace accompanied this spectacular ascent—an ascent ue 
seemed accomplished by some occult species of levitation. ee 
awaked, I had an idea for a story—but queerly enough, the ie Q 
nothing to do with the dream! 

MPPs Critics, expecting so much, sadly exaggerate th 
of Dunsany. In absolute fact, he is a very tall, thin ma Al 

ra ‘ag. boyish sort of awkw: 

touch of awkwardness—and it is an engaging, ype 


e awkwardness 


wth jt 
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at all. His voice is 7ot of the 
ly a bit mellow and throaty after 
4 nasal after the Yankee style. 
y at rare intervals. Ob- 
orrect it. The only trouble with Dunsa- 
ious! i s no pretence of stage presence. 
ee lic speaker one expects him to have a bit of the actor 
oe 4 ganeal ‘ally of a non-dramatic type. His striving for 
cox eee 1 one—exercised when he writes, not 
5. He addresses his audience not as a performer 
nit but as a gentleman entertaining friends in 


_ do 
ness wht yhe-mnouth’ 5 
“pth pattern, pis tha 

ie eC re is 4 slight ae - 

a t pa 
peshaP® has been at P that he anak 


is at 
--coom. He 1s at | . 
his owo lees as it were, and is not conscious of the platform and 
? 


with them in E osed to create between reader and auditor. He makes 
the gulf it 1s Ai ose—he is merely himself. Accordingly he seats 
no effort at body a long legs when he chooses, and occasionally re- 
himself ane ee itcher. But he does not do this in an absurd or un- 
as at es ae is not a trace of the clown in his acts. As to that 
ar ing Jaret of ice water over his head’”—I rebel at the callous 
a of a half-baked reporter who probably knows nothing of head- 
aches, When he lectured in Boston I heard him remark after the ad- 
dress, in speaking to a friend, “I have a fearful headache.” Now I 
know all about headaches. All there is to be known. Some of mine 
seem impossible to live through. And I know that if Edward J. M. D. 
Plunkett’s are anything like mine, he must put water to his head when 
they ate near their climax. He did not do so the night I saw him—in 
fact, he did not even rub his brow until after he had descended from 
the platform, But it takes no great amount of deduction to infer that in 
ais he was more sharply afflicted whilst on the platform. Instead 
escending, he stuck it out like a stoic to please his audience—and 
in return a writer jests about his antics with the water-pitcher! I am 

eloquent about headaches tonight, because I have just . d £ 
retiable “killer”. contracted ; = just emerged from a 
Gevacured ca cy y working half the forenoon and all the 
letares sey Aye : ghee using water on my forehead, and 
I wonder that sores — what any ctitick or reporter says of me! 
face and expression ese journalists do not speak of Dunsany’s 
about which they can = they are obviously concerned only with things 
nd fault. Dunsany is really handsome, and has 


surveyed i i 
yed the skies with my telescope. The floor was Moth me 
er Earth her- 


self, for at the time ; 
zs the edifi 
Pope eae acrsiiers ce was constructed I had a definite purpo 
heél b way man, with a vast system ie 
wheel barrows, and the like: a Ph of express-catts, 
Sub Ge ea? e like; plus some immensely ingeni d 
of packing-cases. I had al 7 sely ingenious cars made 
: ad also a splendid engine made b : 
ps of queer boiler on a tiny express-waggon. Th é ‘6 eae : 
ore, must needs be m d i - The new building, there- 
mighty shed under is: bor cateapaalien : aaa er 
. co ‘ 
trains of the outside world ran under the sheds asheeld pte 
. in 
Providence and Boston—depots long since razed to the ground Bs make 
way for the Union, Back Bay, and’ South Stations of today! So the 
building became in familiar household parlance “The: Engine House” 
—and how I loved it! From the gate of our yatd to the Engine 
House I had a nice track—or path—made and levelled for me; a con- 
tinuation of the great railway system formed by the concrete walks in 
the yard. And here, in supreme bliss, were idled away the days of my 
youth. As I grew older, I took the road and its buildings more and 
more under my personal management. I began to make repairs mys? ' 
and when I was six I constructed many branch lines. Once I carefully 
laid a track with wooden rails and sleepers—forgetting the trivial de 
tail that I had nothing to run on it! But it looked nice, anyway! Thea 


came changes—one day there was not any coachman to help me, whet 
at I the horses and cf 


mourned; but later on I had compensation— ee 
riages were sold too, so that I had a gorgeous, glorious, titanic and ua 
believable new playhouse—the whole great stable with its ae 
riage room, its neat-looking “office”, and its vast upstairs, W! 


- the whole 
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t, and the little three- 


ae scarefor) ones 4 Shi ray had lived. All this 
on is stent eet a ts with as I liked! Many were the 
ean « AAs stable. The carriage room was now oe ee 
yses 0 ™ : Fey? hilst in other parts were my one z see 
permit OF cantons. But the call of the pastoral could not be f ! 

Loe: ee ‘on, my interest in the vacant lot and the En- 
Re One day I decided to alter my scheme, and 


pespite = ® ah 
; er ean my toral countryside. I 
of the neig 


domain became a pas 
hbourhood to co-operate in building 4 
high board fence, which was in due 
ds and garden spots were made, and 


ree acomlite cected from the Indians (who dwelt somewhere to 
by a large and impregnable fort with massive earthworks. 
suggested that fort and supervised its construction was 
ed in military things and followed up his hobby. Today 
t-Colonel in the U. S. Amny, having attended West 
ntly as Captain and Major through the World 
Ilage was called “New Anvik’, 


° illage under 
title v8 88 Many new £04 


the north) 
The boy who 
deeply interest 
he is a Lieutenan 
Point and served brillia 


War, being twice wounded. My new vi 
after the Alaskan village of “Anvik”, which about that time became 


know to me through the boys’ book Svow-Shoes and Sledges, by Kirk 
ras As Lie see, I then read juvenile matter as well as the classics, 
oes ms 2 = years stole on, my play became more and more 
ae " could not give up New Anvik. When the grand disas- 
, and we moved to this inferior abode, I 
i ae ee e, I made a second and 
tic masterpiece Se ve in the vacant lot here. This was my aesthe- 
ale SS a or besides a little village of painted huts erected b 
sian. ee aa Harold Munroe, there was a landscape wate 
served others, laid = iwork. I chopped down certain trees and ie 
SiiBveand ieee: doa and gardens, and set at the proper atah 
Were of al urns taken from th 
one o bordered with stones, and here ee te Beebe 
ress ‘ ere a bi 
Between two trees iaaet of my own making added % - = ae 
€ a tustic bench, later duplicati ne picture 
ng it betwixt 


Cor, 1an 
Blan lawn, with a sundial in t 


ANd T soy 
ght to he centr. 
Was dra; catch : e. Oth 
wn drained by a syst certain sylvan or bower like ies Pela eca oe. 
. z € 
eXcayat em of channels terminating ina ee Hae Jal 
cess-pool of m 
y 


On. Such was the é 


fy in such proced 
ure, for th siete 
recaptured. Adulthood s oe fleeting joy of childh 
Valete— 
10, 


61. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Home—as usual 
Noble Don Juan:— Janay 2 ae 
eset eae lately if I could ever manage, under the pres- 

; pt a position in an evening school. A day 
school, of course, would be out of the question—for I can rarely keep 
up that long for two successive days. If fairly frequent absences coul 
be pardoned, I might manage to keep up with the evening hours—but 
fancy my trying to hold in check a roomful of incipient gangsters! It 
seems as though every avenue of renumerative activity is closed to 4 


for subsequent use in fiction. 
a “commonplace-book” —if that term can be appli 


gruesome and fantastick thoughts. . - lah 
Eroticism belongs to 4 lower order of instin is 


oi animal rather than nobly human quality. For ne 
apex of organic progress on the earth—what Me 
more fitting than that which occuples only his higher Or his 
human facul mal savage of ape 

tive forest to find a mate, the exalts joe oo 
worlds of space and consider his relat 


cts, aad is 


ties? The pt 


Ss. 
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pler fact that I 
than emotion. About romance 
interest; whereas the sky, 
é ast and to come, and its gorgeous panoply o 
th its pee ways held me enthralled. And in truth, 1s this 
de of an analytical mind? What is a beauteous 
nitrogen, a dash ot two of phos- 
_ But what is the cosmos? 
nd the things that lie beyond time 
through the black incurious aether 
lobes of living flame, and the insect-peopled worlds that 
hover about them? Here—here, at last, is something worthy of the in- 
terest of enlightened mankind!!! The veil hangs tantalisingly—what 


lies on the other side? 


‘nion 1S determined by the much sif 
if 


e MY imagination 
astly more } 
kid ! have felt the slightest 


these titanic 2 


By the way—since all habits must be broken gradually, I am break- 
ing the poesy habit that way. . . . 

Naturally my changed literary ptovince tends to group around me a 
new set of proteges and clients—the budding story writers. One of the 
brightest of these, a very worthy kidlet named Frank Belknap Long. is 
ee - your own Manhattan; and I suggest that you look him tp 
ae ie Saxo ane is anywhere betwixt 18 and 20 in age— 
fate ceesictaa = oe, ees an idea of his personality. We 


Yr. most hble. Obt. Servt. 
Theobaldus Fantasticus 


62, 
TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Hail Bolin 
Q b: 
gbroke! Febyrioby 


That ¢ 
“Tat Commonpl 
ie ‘onplace-book ine i 
re Twill quote a za f the ite : 
: : t out th 
: 3 € items: 
&, a) ae Colossus in a 
ve 
seen j 
; it, 

D climbs Mountaj 


ty ancient d 
esert, F; 
Over . ace gone. 


1 seen Oward so, : 
NO more me horrible goal. Cloud 
: Passes 


. 


Ss 
ELECTEp tute Ke 
ERs 


Man makes 5 
appointm i 
Enemy di Ppointment with old enem 
on ae meanwhile. But appointment is ie final Settleme, 
use and gardens—take on a sin gulap eve ' aia 
Pect as see i 
Q at 


twilight by narrator. 


at, 


But the event of th : 
house last Wednesda be was the burning of the lar 
Be hats y night—the yellow house across ty, sa Chap 
fee 598 Angell. At about 12:30 a.m. I was pi. lawns to the 
Rees ba en a curious and persistent popping or cra ee My table 
Here y attention. Lifting the dark curtain and 18 Out doors 

eld a red world as light as day, with the fallin Ore ee 
weirdly. Seeking the source of the uncanny oka ae Blitteing 
aap There, in full view, was the most impressie. a 

ave ever beheld. Where that evening had stood the un a rec 
man house, recently sold and undergoing repairs, was i Chap. 
lar of roaring, living flame amidst the dasdrigd night oct i 
the illimitable heavens and lighting the country for odie oma 
heat was intense—even here in the house—and the glare rie 
dous. Awaking my aunt, who watched the test of the spectacle ia 


the window, I went out to view the disaster at close range. Lights had 
windows around, and the engines had reached 


the scene. The house next us caught fire along the edge of the shingles, 
ed by the first spouting of the hose. A high east 


but was speedily sav 
and the sparks flew freely, but ice-coated toofs 
of the doomed 


now appeared in all the 


wind was blowing, 
saved the neighbourhood. At one time the chimney 
the-south wall, and precipitating the roof 
down for waat of 


house fell, carrying with it 

and all the floors to the cellar. At last the blaze died 

further material. Smoke arose in torrents from the ruins, 

was over”. The crowd dispersed and went back to bed, and the firemen 

idly soaked down the glowing embers. Of that once stately house, only 

the charred east wall was left standing. Today the view from out 
Belgium! The cause 


northern windows resembles devastated France of Ae) 
eated stove—in which careless workmen 


but the “show 


of the blaze was an overh 
left a fire. oars f 
But I must desist, subscribing my self, with customary evidences ° 
of esteem, as aT pac! tet 
hble. Sere 


regard and protestations 
Archi 


xn) 


. most obt. eters 
Yr. mo ‘ald Ma yowrstiB | 


$B 
ER 
T REINHARDT KLEIN peby88 AT 
3 
Kleinet 

i ure one can gain from puffing away at nauseating 
did it once—when 11 to 74 years 
4 manly unless he 


then considere 
ck eith 
ampled cigat 


er behind the sta- 
s, cigarettes, 
detested the 


pipe an 
gs d increased inches made my manliness an 0 
poration! Nor have I any literary need of 
“4in-horn’”, but buckle right 


trousers an ae 
nicotinical corto: 


needed n0 ; 
tobacco. When I go 7 for drugs, 1 am 
down to opium—vide Dagon. Since it 1s not I, but my 
o not feel the ill effects. . - ; 
h I were young again—so that I might be 


dulge, I d : 
Each spring I wis 

cle without attracting attention and exciting ridicule. 

here. I miss the intimate contact with the 


Adults do not ride any more 
country which my wheel gave me. Ten yeafs ago there was scarce a 
May to October that I did not at some hour behold 
dow-bordered roads where 


cloudless day from 
agtestic scenes and spin along quiet mea 


able to ride a bicy 


care and complexity dwelt not. . . 
; Ever yr. most obt. hble. Servt. 
_ Theobaldus 
64. TO REINHARDT. KLEINER 


Reverend Bolingbroke: — diay 
T am plad : ; 7 , ie 
glad that you find merit in my fictional attempts, and wish I 


had not dr 
ie) ¢ . 
Somehow seis Ton in the nine years between 1908 and x91 
» I conceived the idea that my stories were eae 


Ito 


ev 
i than My vetse and e 
who declare the reverse to 


including a hideous Novel to be entitled The Cly 


ers, Of the reall wi i weird 
; &teat workers in the field f i 
y J of the I hard y tl 
there 1S any reason to question the leadership of Mr P, : 


that : 
Hawthorne appeals so much to me, since he asic ‘ re) 


Some extent by reality and tame a ampered ¢ 
perused anything of ta I must isaniee : fa ie re ie since I hiv 
€nt programme of absorption of the bizarre. . . goin MY pres. 
edie oA When ‘ : i Ms 
ince of the eet banscesalits ton was 

true poet. For lyrical compositions I had little or no re of the 
that most of my zeal lay in the mere love of rhythm plus ‘i pa 
which antique verse affords in re-creating the atmosphere of Ga 
Aside from rhythm and archaism, nearly every element which ] staal 
in verse can be supplied equally well by prose. The flight of ina 
tion, and the delineation of pastoral or natural beauty, can be acco, 
plished as well in prose as in verse—often better. It is this ee 
which the inimitable Dunsany hath taught me. Poetry to me meant 
merely the most effective way of asserting my archaic instincts. I could 
convey more actual archaism in my couplets than in any other avenue 
of equal brevity and simplicity. Were I to grow sober and introspective 
like you and the Galpin Kidlet, I should describe mine own nature as 
tripartite, my interests consisting of three parallel and dissociated 
groups—(a) Love of the strange and the fantastic. (b) Love of the ab- 
stract truth and of scientific logick. (c) Love of the ancient and the 
permanent. Sundry combinations of these three strains will probably 
account for all my odd tastes and eccentricities. 

I trust that you succeeded in outlining your agnosticism to your pas- 
tor without shocking the good soul. How well I recall my tilts with 
Sunday-School teachers during my last period of compulsory atten- 
dance! I was 12 years of age, and the despair of the institution. None of 
the answers of my pious preceptors would satisfy me, and my demands 
that they cease taking things for granted quite upset them. Close rea- 
soning was something new in their little world of Semitic mythology: 
At last I saw that they were hopelessly bound to unfounded dogmata 
and traditions, and thenceforward ceased to treat them seriously. Sun- 
al imply a place wherein to have a little harm- 

ay-School became to me simply 4 P 


Ssays; though I now fully believe thence 
Titicks 


Ous iq 
> 
0 Dream. 


Cutsions into the prov. 
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Iit 


. . 
‘ous mossbacks. My mother observed this, and 
i 


ae oofing 1° attendance. . . - 
8 ‘orce my sys Po 
Jess foo PF ought to Gas our present state 1s merely one of re 
go 1008 _ I hope a aa to the realism of middle life, ya bea 
i 0. . . : . % 
: Leoman there is 00 such thing as ideal -happiness ra : J = 
Life jes trive after illusions so empty and unteal. 
= ceases S, with the settled conviction that wild eee 
ie De calemael ing—i est state 
ti ‘a jonten! and transitory to be worth seeking. is the : 
ie too safe, ie should come to realize that all life is merely 4 
at be in. 


i i i clowns, and 
f mind . desire, wherein those who strive are the : =e 
omedy © vo d dispassionately watch are the fortunate ones w: 

a e strivers. The utter emptiness of all the 


deavour is to the detached spectator deli- 
s and grins so ironically ! pee 
ae ‘no the farce, removing ourselves from 

piss we Can B41 is me beets we receive, and revelling in that 
fo cee 2 ination creates for us. To enjoy 
and to promote tranquillity in others, is the most enduring 
Such was the doctrine of Epicurus, the leading ethical phi- 
her of the world. If one’s interest in life wanes, let him turn to 
aes of others in a like plight, and some grounds for interest 
vl be observed to return. About the time I joined the United I was 
none too fond of existence. I was 23 years of age, and realised that my 
infirmities would withhold me from success in the world at large. Feel- 
ing like a cipher, I felt that I might well be erased. But later I realised 
that even success is empty. Failure though I be, I shall reach a level 
with the greatest—and the smallest—in the damp earth or on the final 
pyte. And I saw that in the interim trivialities are not to be despised. 
Success is a relative thing—and the victory of a boy at marbles is equal 
to the victory of an Octavius at Actium when measured by the scale of 
cosmic infinity. So I turned to observe other mediocre and handicapped 
Pete about me, and found pleasure in increasing the happiness of 
ae or fe helped by such encouraging words or critical ser- 
maha a ii _ furnishing. That I have been able to cheer here 
deprived by Se ae old lady, a dull youth, or a person 
not altogether useless of . ene oe affords to me a sense of being 
85 T shall never know ae a forms a substitute for the real suc- 
: t matter if none hear of my labours, or if 


tranquillity, 
of delights. 


eee 
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those labours touch only the afflicted and the mediocre? Surely jt ; 
well that the happiness of the unfortunate be made as great as possiby i 
and he who is kind, helpful, and patient, with his fellow-sutferen, 
adds as truly to the world’s combined fund of tranquillity as he he 
with greater endowments, promotes the birth of empires, or : 
the knowledge and civilisation of mankind, Thus no man of Philosoph. 
ical cast, however circumscribed by poverty or retarded by ailment 
need feel himself superfluous so long as he holds the power to improve 
the spirits of others. My advice to you would to be re-enter active ama. 
teurdom and follow my example of accumulating a Johnsonian Citcle of 
literary dependents—worthy folk who suffer more than you, and whose 
pain cou’d be assuaged by the exercise of the critical gifts which you 
possess in so great an abundance. Or if you are especially qualified to 
promote contentment in any other way, choose that way. There is a yast 
satisfaction in alleviating the misfortunes of another. When I am able 
to bring a smile of gratitude to the vacuous face of a Crowley or the 
childish visage of a Tryout Smith, 1 am impressed with my own ability 
to do such a thing; and have thereby the better opinion of myself. And 
I can feel some share of their pleasure, since as a fellow-struggler I am 
able to appreciate their limitations. The secret of true contentment, I 
am convinc'd, lies in the achievement of the cosmical point of view; 
whereby the most cruel distinctions betwixt great and small things are 
shewn to be merely apparent and unreal. The next philosophical step is 
to acquire the impersonal attitude—to divest oneself of egocentrick 
consciousness, and assume the role of a spectator at the comedy of man. 
Thus depersonalised, one may roam through all history and all legend 
with imagination as a guide; enjoying the pleasant things of life with- 
out experiencing the anguish of participation. If lonely in his own life, 
the dreamer may find company at the tables of Will’s or Button’s of 
may join the embattled hosts of some shadowy monarch who defends 
with fabulous sword the gates of his gorgeous and unheard-of capital, 
which rises among the gold and diamond mountains beyond the Milky 
Way. To the impersonal dreamer belongs all infinity—he is lord of the 
universe and taster of all the beauties of the stars. As for the fu- 
ture—what is sweeter than oblivion, which the humblest of us may 
share with the Kings of all the ages, and even with the gods them: 
selves ? 1 1: ae bain ieee ee 


Believe me, Sir, Yr. most obt. hble. Servt. 
Epicurus Lackbrain, Gent. 
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EINHARDT KLEINER 
65. TOR Castle Theobald 
April 26, 1920 
My deat Bolingbroke :— 


_, All I know is that smoke is smoke, and just as choking when 
from a pipe as when from a leaky stove! Of course, connoisseurs make 
fine distinctions—but I prefer to breathe pure air than to inhale mal- 
odorous fumes. Some persons like “high game”—but I don’t! To me 
the ultimate horror of earth is a smoking car. As a rule, I avoid taking 
drugs to stimulate literary endeavour; but when I try to describe hell— 
if ever I do—I fancy I shall take a ride in a smoker to work up 
atmosphere! . 


“Yr, most Obt, hble. Servt. 
Lewis Theobald Juntr. 


66. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
in Twickenham 
SAID May 21, 1920 

R. St. Joh, Viscount Bolingbroke / My Lord:— 


Last night I had a brief but typical dream. I was standing on the 
East Providence shore of the Seekonk River, about three quarters of a 
mile south of the foot of Angell Street, at some unearthly nocturnal 
hour. The tide was flowing out horribly—exposing parts of the river- 
bed never before exposed to human sight. Many persons lined the 
banks, looking at the receding waters and occasionally glancing at the 
sky. Suddenly a blinding flare—reddish in hue—appeared high in the 
Southwestern sky; and something descended to earth in a cloud of 
Smoke, striking the Providence shore neat Red Bridge—about an 
ighth of a mile south on Angell Street. The watchers on the banks 
scteamed in horror—I¢ has come—It has come at last!”—and fled 
away into the deserted streets. But I ran toward the bridge instead of- 
“way; for I was more curious than afraid. When I reached it I saw 
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hordes of terror-stricken people in hastily donned clothing fleein 

across from the Providence side as from a city accursed by the is: 
There were pedestrians, many of them falling by the way, and vehicles 
of all sorts. Electric cars—the old small cars unused in Providence for 
six years—were running in close procession—eastward away from the 
city on both of the double tracks. Their motormen were frantic, and 
small collisions were numerous. By this time the river-bed was fully ex. 
posed—only the deep channel filled with water like a serpentine stream 
of death flowing through a pestilential plain in Tartarus, Suddenly a 


‘glare appeared in the West, and I saw the dominant landmark of the’ 


Providence horizon—the dome of the Central Congregational Church, 
silhouetted weirdly against a background of red. And then, silently, 
that dome abruptly caved in and fell out of sight in a thousand frap- 
ments. And from the fleeing populace arose such a cty as only the 
damn’d utter—and I waked up, confound the luck, with the very deuce 
of a headache! 

Did I tell you in my last letter about my dreams (1) of the ancient 
house in the marsh, and the staircase that had no end, (2) of the medi- 
aeval castle with the sleeping men-at-arms, and the battle on the plain 
between the archers of England and the things with yellow tabards 
over their armour, who vanished when their leader was unhelmeted 
and found to have no head inside the empty helm, and (3) of the 
street car that went by night over a route that had been dismantled for 
six years, and that lost five hours in climbing College Hill, finally 
plunging off the earth into a star-strown abyss and ending up in the 
sand-heaped streets of a ruined city which had been under the sea? 
Those were some dreams, believe your Grandpa Theobald!!! I tell all 
these to The Kidlet, and he thinks them rather unusual—as does Mo 
also, who receives carbon copies. Oh—and one other dream! I was ina 
museum somewhere down town in Providence, (there ain't no sech 
place!) trying to sell the curator a bas-relief which I had just fashioned 
from clay. He asked me if I were crazy, attempting to sell him some- 
thing modern when the museum was devoted to antiquities? He seemed 
an old and very learned man, and smiled kindly. I replied to him ue 
words which I remember precisely. “This,” I said, “was fashioned 12 
my dreams; and the dreams of man are older than brooding Egypt C 
the contemplative Sphinx or garden-girdled Babylon.” The curator a 
bade me shew him my bas-relief, which I did gladly. Its desig W® 
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that of 2 procession of Egyptian priests. As I shewed the sculpture, the 
old man’s manner changed suddenly. His amusement gave way to 


vague terror—I can even now see his blue eyes bulging from beneath 
his snow-white brows—and he said slowly, softly, and distinctly— 
“WHO ARE YOU?” I can reproduce the awe and impressiveness of 
his low voice only in capitals. I replied very Prosaically—‘My name is 
Lovecraft—H. P. Lovecraft—grandson of Whipple V. Phillips.” I 
fancied a man of his age could place my grandfather better than he 
could place me. But he answered impatiently, “No! No !—before that!” 
I answered that I recalled no other identity save in dreams. Then the 
aged curator offered me a high price for the Thing I had made from 
clay, but I refused it; for intuition told me that he meant to destroy it 
whereas I wished it hung upon the wall of the museum. Then he asked 
me how much I would take for the bas-relief; and I jocularly replied, 
having now no mind to part with it, “One million pounds sterling.” 
(Currency mixed!) To my amazement the old man did not laugh. He 
seemed perplexed, dazed, and frightened. Then he said in a quavering 
tone: “Call again in a week, please. I will consult with the directors of 
the corporation.” This is the end—although I did not awake here. At 
this point the dream changed to one of drifting down a stagnant river 
betwixt high basalt cliffs, and wondering why I drifted; since the water 
had no motion, and there was no breath of wind in the awful SILENCE. 
This pair of dreams occurred in the middle of an afternoon when I 
paused in my work from nervous exhaustion and rested my hand on my 
ie the table before me. I am coming to a stage where I doze off 
ce os Heh eat helps me Keep up and accomplish more 
See ae yarns, these jumbled fantasies would be hardly 
ie ce; but being bona fide dreams, they are rather picturesque. 
= ee one a sense of weird, fantastic, and unearthly experience to 
dreamed like this es Sets apparently re the visual eye. I have 
probably shail tit ; ; was old enough to remember dreams, and 
in escend to avernus, My dreams are just as vivid as 
youth, but no more so, Amon b isi 

obthe ee aes g my best remembered visions are those 
some ice pe , and abysses—h deous bleak rock and loath- 
demas = ee which I was borne in the clutch of black winged 
a8 of six! Vou etre the original name of “night-gaunts”, at the 
y, 1 have travelled to strange places which ate not 


UPon th 
© earth or any known planet. I have been a rider of comets, and 


ik 


116 SELECTED LETTERs 


a brother to the nebulae. Your own “midnight seizures” are—or 
were—indeed curious phaenomena. What could you have heen 
seeing—what sight so unthinkable that it must needs be erased from 
your memory by a merciful oblivion? There be worlds beyond the rim 
of space which no man hath seen—black worlds which are not round, 
nor of any shape, but which are alive. From them no traveller in the 
universe of dreams hath ever brought away a recollection —save one 
traveller only, and he was quite mad, and could never be understood. 
Have these worlds indeed been visited by you at night? ... Of 
genuinely fantastic dreamers, I have discovered but one in amateur- 
dom—this being Miss Jackson. I will enclose—subject to return—an 
account of a Jacksonian dream which occurred in the early part of 
1919, and which I am some time going to weave into a horror story, as 
I did The Green Meadow dream of earlier date, which I think I once 
shewed you. That earlier dream was exceptionally singular in that I had 
one exactly like it myself—save that mine did not extend so far. It Be 
only when I had related my dream that Miss J. related the ie 
more fully developed one. The opening paragraph of The a ae 
dow was written for my own dream, but after hearing the o es a 
corporated it into the tale which I developed the @ ee 
not see how you can fail to be sensitive to these unreal ee i 
as real— 
the strange excrescences of the human fancy are 1 eee 
sense of real phaenomena—as the commonplace Passions, tee 7 
instincts of everyday life. There is a giddy exhilaration Rs aa 
youd the known world into unfathomable deeps, and a ar ie 
in thoughts of the cryptically horrible. . .). I had gt Het 
other night, who gave me an idea for a good story. tee book 
four-footed young visitor, with a black coat, white ate HeMhioe 
and white around the tip of his nose and the tip of wane he sanity 0 
chair near me, putting most inspiringly, when I ee mad oe his Spe 
consider his;ancient race and heritage. I am intense. : T Tooked upot 
cies, as I have doubtless told you more than once; an si ar 
him my thoughts ran thus: ‘i carer @FtaleS 
a hs 5 The cat is the soul of antique AEgyptus, ne ae + the jon" 
from forgotten empires in Moroé and Sa ee ieee frie. The 
gle’s lords, and heir to the secrets of hoary bat he is 0% an 
Sphinx is his cousin, and he speaks her language; ae 


I 
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_¢ than the Sphinx, and remembers that which she hath forgotten. . . . 
cient tn? used, 2 plot took form in my mind. A simple, yet a ghastly 
ae the plot will some day reach the amateur publick in the form 
is tale to be entitled The Cats of Ulthar. . . . 1 am only begin- 
ay my delvings into the world of literary fantasy. 


Yr. obt. Servt. 
Theobaldus 


67. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
Theobald Manor 


June 11, 1920 
Revered Bolingbroke: — 


Your recent indifference to cosmical ideas is actually puzzling to me. 
Of course, we know that there is no life after death; for life and 
thought are peculiar to complex material organisms; but about us 
stretches an illimitable expanse of space filled with other worlds—an 
expanse wherein we are as nothing—and the titanic questions it sug- 
gests fairly beat upon the human mind in a desperate tattoo. What I 
cannot comprehend, is how your imagination can fail to react to these 
ae abysses; how you can escape the burning curiosity of a child 
aA wy core door through whose crevice come sounds of strange 
be things 2 onde, and fragments of Sights that suggest unthinka- 
ary a 4 after these terrible glimpses, you can still remain 
sees amundane hints; can still take tiny ‘mankind and his 
My only colaiisa tac ipod acne eueulty ob padersraading: 
eealy sensitive ; at in you emotion replaces imagination; that the 
inative a ‘velopment which in the philosopher affects the imag- 
Vous. an 
tionship © 


affairs a 


: Osi 

Se that ot ie fae development. I am objective enough to real- 

explicable e Ss | Interest in purely human matters is in its way as 
™nano-centrist, as his lack of interest in cosmic 


i 
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problems is to me. We both see the same things, but because of on 
dissimilar receptive or interpretative organisations these things assume 
with us a totally different order in our active consciousness. You are 
looking through a microscope, I through a telescope; you tend toward 
subjectivity, I toward objectivity. Your valuecentric standard is man 
mine infinity and eternity. Perhaps a good illustration of one 
differences—or of my difference from the average person in this espe- 
cial matter—would be the manner of receiving that gradual unfolding 
or reality from ideality which comes with years, and which is some. 
times called disillusionment. When young, we believe in the existence 
of many virtues which our older eyes perceive to be unreal, That is, as 
we grow older we perceive more and more keenly that the motives for 
human acts are exclusively selfish, and that the average person is gov- 
erned by no moral law save appearances and self-interest. To most, and 
probably to you, this disillusionment was markedly painful. The discov- 
ery of the unreality of “Sunday-School’ motives gives to the average 
person something of an unwelcome shock. But to me, this process had 
metely a scientific interest. All motives being simply material phenome- 
na, I was not at all crushed at finding that the idealistic system is false; 
if I was annoyed, It was only in the way that a scientist is annoyed 
when an old theory breaks down and he is forced to assimilate the de- 
tails of a new theory. For human ideals never had any personal interest 
ot application to me. I was ever an intellectual outsider—spectator 
and not a participant. Dissillusionment’s only pang was 4 sense © 
mottification at a slight scientific error—an error whereby I had esti- 
mated too large a gap betwixt the species homo sapiens and homo 
niger vel Africannus. | now saw that these species, together with the ex- 
tinct pithecanthropus erectus of Java, represent less evolutional sepata 
tion than I had before calculated, But as for emotional disturbance ove 
“lost ideals’—bah! Theobaldus was a cosmic observer— 


“What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he shou’d weep for her?” 


And so years have not changed me very much. An outlook like mine 
never has many disturbances; for no matter what I may observe - eee) 
it neither surprises nor impresses me. Of course, I have gee. ; 
erences and disgusts; but to me all personal things are pales we 
trivial, My human reactions remain as in childhood because 
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them superficial. I have the same repulsions and respects, and disil- 
lusionment does not “mature” or “broaden” them, because they were 


based on pure taste, never faith... . 


always : A ete 
As to dreams—the only trouble with fictionising them 


is plot-i dice Laue 
Psyche of a story is the plot—a connected, climactic unit which must 


move along with relentless coherence and suspense to a thrill of horror 
and surprise which shall impress the reader more than all the fine 
speech and scenery combined. The plot must be stronger than the at- 
mosphere, else the “‘story’’ will degenerate into a mere fantasy. It is far 
easier to write prose-poems than to create real stories, and I am deter- 
mined to make my products stories in every sense of the word. In Ran- 
dolph Carter 1 did my best. I cannot always reach that level, but I can 
at least avoid such vogue junk as my Memory in the Codperative. 
De Quincey is familiar to me, but impressed me more with his language 
and erudition than with his fancy. I never took opium, but if I can’t 
beat him for dreams from the age of three or four up, I am a dashed 
liar! Space, strange cities, weird landscapes, unknown monsters, hide- 
ous ceremonies, Oriental and Egyptian gorgeousness, and indefinable 
mysteries of life, death, and torment, were daily—or rather nightly 
commonplaces to me before I was six years old. Today it is the 
He save for a slightly increased objectivity. Today the percentage of 
ihe s a Ms I am an observer and not an actor has slightly risen. 
the: thing aaa ae of ae and Fitzgerald, it is so long since I read 
itches ec pees See ae details. I did not especially like 
now: pentae n I never perused it a second time. I am 

8 some of the pessimistical writings of S. L. Clemens, 


which | 
Piece find much to my taste. “What is Man?” is a veritable master- 


Yr. most obt. humble Servt. 
H: Lovecraft 
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68. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Still at the Old Stand 


June 25, 1920 
Venerated Viscount:— Be 


As to philosophy—its effects on various individuals are different I 
merely know that in my case the cosmos dwarfs my interest in the tin 
insects called men. Their doings seem so absurd and trivial when Fee 
reflects upon their absolute insignificance. I wish the poor devils (includ. 
ing myself, of course) could all be mercifully blotted out by a whiff of 
cyanogen gas in some comet’s tail! The immortality myth is too child. 
ish to talk about. Of course there can be no technically positive 
knowledge of anything of the sort, but we may safely say that a life 
snuffed out survives no more than an electric light smashed to pieces, 
Life and light—both are forms of energy manifest only through ma- 
terial media. Destroy the medium in either case, and the energy is irte- 
claimably lost in transformation to other forms. 


Yr. most Obt. Servt. 
Theobaldus 


69. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 
598 Angell St. 


Providence, R. I. 


i November 19, 1920 . 


My dear Mr. Long:— 
d the tales I sent for your perusal, and feel 


vastly complimented that you should have gone to the pains of eae 
them. This latter process is what I hate—I delight in po : a 
once I have written a thing it is dreaded task to type it. I a 
constitutionally lazy, for mechanical activity bores and ee ee 
measurably. I should probably have others type 

if it were not for the fact that no one but myself 


I am very glad you like 


my manuscrip 
can read the scrawle 


I2I 


pugenevors? =E he 
$ ined original versions. I am always searching for exactly the 
and jnterlin nd make many changes before I am satisfied; so that my 
ight word, a are the vety antithesis of neatness. About the plot of 
rough oa was the result of some rather cynical reflection on the 
phe T ae motives which may underlie even the most splendid-ap- 
ossible is of mankind. With this nucleus I developed a tale based on 
eating c ‘dea of divine justice and retribution, (a very pretty though 
the on ical idea!) with the added Oriental notion of the soul of a 
sadly as into something else. Quite an heterogeneous combina- 
man ae dern cynicism, Greek tragedy, and Oriental fantasy! .. . 
tion— The remaining two enclosures are my very latest products. I 
a week ago, and finished From Beyond only yesterday 
ll be the first save my own to behold the latter 


eee 
oe 


wrote Celephais 
morning. Your eyes W1 
yarn. 

(The remainder of this letter has been lost.) 


yo. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 
598 Angell St. 
Providence, R. I. 
SR eraparsns Jany. 26, 1921 
y dear Mr. Long:— 


-+ ++. Tam not sure but that all human activity is based on a striving 
for excitement and pleasure, and that art is a form of devising a fac- 
titious excitement to serve in place of natural excitement which circum- 
stances deny. 
one ee must reflect that some of the greatest men have been the 
mates oe was almost a dwarf, Pope, was tiny, Poe was small 
Sonate a ut why continue? The catalogue is well-nigh endless. 
neat aie am ptovoked by my own hugeness—I am five feet and 
nies - inches, and vary in weight between 150 and 175 ac- 
(are = immediate state of health. I half fancy that I am too 
four eae matey among the real literatithough Dunsany’s six feet 
ours ens me! Galpin is six feet one inch, but lean to the 

ciation. I am deceptive in appearance—except for a certain 


pallor of . 
complexion I suggest robustness rather than ill-health, for my 
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nervous afflictions do not entail any organic disorder, This extelion 
often causes me suffering through misjudgment. If you received G. if 
Houtain’s Zenith you will see how I impress a stranger—as a h ; 
pampered hypochondriac, tied down to indolence by indulgent relatives, 
and by false notions of heredity. Nothing, of course, could be less true, 
If Houtain knew how constant are my struggles against the devas- 
tating headaches, dizzy spells, and spells of poor concentrating power 
which hedge me in on all sides, and how feverishly I try to utilise 
every available moment for work, he would be less confident in classi- 
fying my ills as imaginary. I do not arbitrarily pronounce myself an in- 
valid because of a nervous heredity. The condition itself is only too ap- 
parent—the hereditary part is only one explanatory factor. (My pater- 
nal grandfather had to retire from active life because of a breakdown, 
my maternal grandfather died of a shock in 1904, my father died in a 
sanitarium in 1898 after five years of total collapse, and my mother is 
now in a sanitarium from her second nervous breakdown—r1919.) ; a 
I am glad you like Nyarlathtep, and at the risk of ae ye Be 
enclose my latest—just finished and typed—The Nets ity, ae 
had its basis in a dream, which in turn was probably caused y a e 
plation of the peculiar suggestiveness of a pharse in Dunsany’s Boo ! 
”” The character 0 
Wonder—the unreverberate blackness of the abyss ; Rae 
the “mad Arab Alhazred’’ is fictitious. The lines are ae be 
especially for this story—and Abdul Alhazred is a ae CANAL 
when I was about five years old and crazy about the coed a eee 
hardly know yet what to think of this story—you past sepia 
it—but I certainly put enough work into it. I tore ee 1 ee 
only hitting the right atmosphere the third eae ea een 
rather rearranged) one conclusion. I aim at a ae 
horrors—thrill upon thrill and each one worse! .-. 


With all good wishes, Most sincerely yours, HP. Lov ecraft 
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H S. LOVECRAFT 
71. TO MRS. SARA 589 Angell St. 


Providence, R. I. 
February 24, 1921 
My dearest Mother:— 


I was gteatly pleased to receive your letter, and thank you in addi- 
tion for the small primroses—which still adorn this apartment—the 
Weekly Review, the banana, and that most captivating cat picture, 
which I shall give a permanent place on the wall. 

The Amateur Journalists’ Conference of Tuesday, February 22, was a 
most distinguished success in every way, and gave me the most pleasant 
day I can recall since childhood. The new suit, worn for the first time, 
was a work of art, and made me appear as nearly respectable as my face 
permits—and even the face was almost at its best. In short, the excel- 
lence of my attire permitted me to be a 
Peatance—to forget that I was visible, 


oy genuine enjoyment in public. Every plan materialised with clock- 
success. I was » Planned for the 12:25 train, and 


€; and I watched the countryside 
membering my more 


th i 2 
Very fitst of the Bios See) House, which ] teached in time for the 
Oe Final] te 
Set speg a = a Speechmaking Session arrived, ] had prepared a 
however it fr enated subject, The Best Poet... . I did not 
1 


the Manuscri 
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again—that I was a born public speaker! All of which is rather amaz 
ing to me, since I am a hermit who had never before addressed a bad 
quet. The enclosed set speech, as I have intimated, will give you an ap- 
proximate idea of the tenor and sequence of my remarks. Actually sf 
introduced many embellishments. When I spoke of not naming the 
really best poet because of modesty I received an interjected bit of ap- 
plause coupled with laughter at the attempted humour. At this I 
paused, and prefaced my further remarks by saying (in the manner of 
vaudeville monologue artists) “Now that the tempestuous laughter and 
applause of this large and intelligent audience have subsided, I will 
continue—” Probably my freedom from embarrassment, which Houtain 
said was unusual in one who had never addressed a banquet before, 
was due to that immaculate Outlet suit. To think I owe a post-prandial 
triumph to a set of Jews! Pardon the egotism which doubtless animates 
this narration— I thought the incident might interest you, since such a 
role is so diametrically opposite to my usual secluded routine. . . . 

I showed my new paternal watch to all who had been with me at 
Newton Centre when its predecessor had caused me so much trouble. 
Its appearance was highly praised, and my word regarding its time- 
keeping qualities was taken without reservations—so much so that Mrs. 
McMullen, who had to leave before the formal dispersing, asked me 
the time as the evening advanced. It has not varied a second since No- 
vember, when I first adopted it, and I have never let it run down. It is 
odd how much more care one takes of a really nice thing. I was con- 
stantly letting my other watches run down—I knew they were cheap, 
coarsely made affairs. But now I am punctiliousness itself, conscious of 

the real worth and elegance of my horological heirloom. . . . 
With all good wishes, I remain == ~*~ sbepon? 


Yr. most aff: Son & obt: Servt: 
: H. P. L. 
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72 TO MRS. SARAH S. LOVECRAFT 
Thursday, March 24, 1921. 


My dearest Mother :— 


I was glad to receive your letter of Sunday, and must thank you ex- 
ceedingly for the Reviews, apples, and beautiful picture of the Taj 
Mahal, which reminds one of the fabulous Oriental edifices in Lord 
Dunsany’s tales. Just now I am taking a breathing spell before plung- 
ing into a fresh sea of Bush* work—he has sent a new rush order 
which ought to bring in a considerable sum, but I shall not begin it to- 
night. One needs a fresh start to cope with his impossibilities! He en- 
closed in his order a new circular about himself and his work, with a 
new picture which looks almost human. I think I will send t ou for 
you to see, asking that you return it eventually. The fellow has im- 
proved in aspect, and certainly has a formidable-sounding list of lectur 
subjects; but is, if possible, worse than ever as a “poet”. He is h 3 
5 prime ie ary ae inscrutable! ee 

y trip of a week illi 

another ae so saiseible iE fea Tilsen ar oa eis ee 
bright green, but it filled the tech ; iineat sree 
weet dete echnical requirements. I would not have 
ex aise ane sal 2 = a had I possessed it! I found that oth- 
the least Irish or conspicuous! The j Fe BREE ee 
wiventtal uate eee - 4he journey to Boston was pleasing and 
Althea eee ER y sane of the day made it even more delight- 
encumbered the grout oe ee clouds hung overhead and slush 

: andscape was springlike enough to at- 


tract the articti 
thin sears eye, and I beheld many an agreeable rural scene as the 
Siig, a mmodation—rolled from village to vill i 

ration ae illage to village. Arrived at the 


deena subway and car to Allst 

ee eee ae Webster Street. The house =e Be Ga ae 

siding hoses fe honour of the departed Celtic saint, and the pre- 

Were attired in. : esdames Miniter and Sawyer and W. V. Jadkeon 

ed in theis ss ee habiliments with green paper ribbons inco eae 

or less verdured Pe = ae the eee began to fill with pede Boks 
>ccasion, though not conspicuously so. : axe 


io 
Mr, Bush was ne 


of t 
Lovecraft’s most persistent revision clients, 
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The circle nearing its end, Grandpa Theobald was called upon, Ex- 
tracting from my pocket the fatal manuscript, I proceeded to horrify 
the assemblage with my spectral Moom-Bog, rendered with all the 
thetorical effect needed to heighten the terror, though prefaced by a 
few impromptu comic remarks. From the amount of applause received, 
I judge that it was not wholly a failure, though probably only about 
half the company really liked it. After me came only the chairman her- 
self—Mrs. Ellis—and she read an original story which was absolutely 
the worst I have ever encountered in amateur journalism. It was hardly 
more than a collection of later Victorian stock phrases and situations, 
and for a long time I fancied the intent was satirical—on the order of 
Leacock’s Nonsense Novels in Harper's. But it was all meant seriously, 
as I finally saw. The next day it was the standing joke of the house- 
hold, and laughter was evoked merely by quoting a sentence es two 
from it. But the audience was admirably polite, and the good lady saw 

i ity in her amused hearers. . . - 5 
not a single trace of levity in see loca eenee ene 
All are skilled in that pleasing a 

Yer fy thor; though the apparent flattery 

so cheers the spirits of an obscure author; ee 

result of a deficien 

ini ckson appears to be really the beet 

of Winifred V. Ja P : +e predominaungal 
sense, since I found my worthless poetical attempts P 


; = sang 
her old scrap books which date back to a time when their inspection Py 


ici that at least one or two 
me was probably never anticipated. I am aa nah Ps 


readers have found my trash worth preserv See c tabi 
ot blind me to its actual want eazy perry t the maltese feline 
i nts of 20 Webster Street one should not forge 
a 


ined in the 
i “Tat’”—a word coine 
by the appellation of ne 
See ee ics of a now grown, wedded, ae <2 a o 
ee at has a reputation for wildness and et ee iis: 
eet fs he permitted me to pick him a baa ae 
is purring sleepily. He is Saye soleate de ea i 
I ould not have minds his shedding thee Ss 
shed. I am told tha 
es 
him—but cats are my 
I note the Guiney poem by 
cut the same piece 
ere ahead of me: 
* ee Digest I have—I will,cors es 
: - D. C., who is now here. Miss G. 
by L. D. ©» 


i i yway! hse 5 J had 
ecial province, an ia tyes 
P P eat int si 
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ETTERS 
SELECTED L rs W. V. Jackson has sent me every clipping 
ing my sojourn—for yea to her: in fact, I believe you have seen most 
cites found pertaining ie of the variety I most value, however. I 
of them. iGuiacy Pea a but prefer art requiring less interpretation. 
Coiad See aie ‘ate been the simplest—Homer, Virgil, and Shake- 
soe no subtle searching in order to be Spi ee fo 
appreciated. Even Keats, who I believe was Miss G.’s particular idol, 
dealt more in crystally clear images than in learned riddles and crypti- 
cal adumbration. 

I am glad you saw David Garrick, though sorry it kept you awake 
afterward. I saw the Albee Company present it several years ago—the 
year Jack Hess was trying to break into the company. Jack was absurdly 
awkward in the required costume—fortunately for him he had no lines 
to speak. Churchill had the part of Garrick, and needless to say, acquit- 
ted himself with great credit. I also saw this play in moving pictures 
with Dustin Farnum as Garrick. This was one of the finest scenic pro- 
ductions I ever saw—the eighteenth century and Dr. Johnson’s day 
mitrored without flaw or anachronism. In matters of scenery the mov- 
as aa ie eae leave the stage far behind; though this hardly 
eolleiaa ees ‘ ° sound and colour. I have been hoping that the 

Present their Dunsany plays at the hospital, so that 


you might see th as 
fail to attend! . S eae literary giant—if they do, pray do not 


es 


r oncerning hats—J : a 
climbs a bit hi will think 


But I must 
Must close, subscribing myself as 


Yr Most aff: Son & obt: Servt: 
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73. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Home as Usual 
Honour’d Bolingbroke !— oe ea oa 
SET tee I am picking up a new style lately—running to pathos as 
well as horror. The best thing I have yet done is The Quest of Ira- 
non whose English Loveman calls the most musical and flowing I have 
yet written, and whose sad plot made one prominent poet actually 
weep—not at the crudity of the story, but at the sadness. Then J have 
written another hair-raiser, The Moon-Bog. This was concocted half to 
order for the Hub Club. They invited me to their meeting of March 
10, which was supposed to be in honour of the not unknown Sanctus 
Patricius—the Scotsman who drave from Hibernia all the snakes save 
the Sinn Fein. For this meeting they wished me to read some contribu- 
tion pertaining to Hibernia, and not having any ready made, I perpe- 
trated The Moon-Bog.... 


I have not much interest in anything nowadays unless it is 
nkind and the world that 


of murders on each 
at leer 


wild and weird. I am so beastly tired of ma 
nothing can interest me unless it contains a couple 


page or deals with horrors unnamable and unaccountable th 


down from the external universes. And yet I am wading through some 
i i d the philosophical 
new books in an effort to keep up with my boy and the p Lee 
studies in which I am endeavouring to follow him. It is 0¢ Saget 
-old man should be so much influenced by a kid so vastly his ee a 
it remains a fact that no other one human ellie pie oie 
thought and opinions as extensively as has that Alfredus a ee a 
cret is this: that he is intellectually exactly like me a ae ae 
degree he is immensely my superior—he is what I sho a be ed 
have not brains enough to be. Our minds are cast oe ee fea 
mould, save that his is finer. He alone can grasp ss 
thoughts and amplify them. And so we g° Rae ee let tie 
knowledge; the poot plodding old man, an 


link-boy holding the 
re have never perused the work: 


i inting out the path. - +> - ni 
mae es 5 OF es Moore, Es4:» thoug 


ee _.— Ch 
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.. the course of my Galpin-led explorations. In ae ae 

may 10 opinions I have recently wondered whe er or not 1 y 
origin : ee aie too hasty; formed from mere subjective prejudice 
Lee eae and impersonal observation. I have opposed eroti- 
aghws eal reasons, (a2) because of the acknowledged repulsiveness 
pn ie manifestations, as felt by all races and cultures and ex- 
¢ Be reticence to a greater Of less degree, (b) because of the ob- 
: Sean of erotic instincts to the crudest and earliest neural phe- 

os of organic nature, rather than to the phenomena resulting from 
ae lopment (i.e., purely intellectual phenome- 


complex and advanced deve. : om 
na), (c) because of the apparent connexion betwixt ages of erotic in- 


terest and national decadence, and (d) because so far as I could judge 
erotic interests are overrated; being in truth mere trifles which engross 
crude minds when more worthy interests are lacking. It was my theory 
that eroticism would diminish if thinkers would awake and turn to 
really important phenomena. Such, is brief, were the bases of my 
opinions; but perusal of representative realistic works without prejudice 
leads me to attempt a revaluation; a revaluation possible because of my 
increased impersonalism. When I dissociate myself altogether from hu- 
manity, and view the world as through a telescope, I can consider more 
justly phenomena which at close range disgust me. Thus I am coming 
ae ere that the erotic instinct is in the majority of mankind 
ane 2 i Hee ; ee ever imagine without wide reading and obser- 
inkisor gies fe se clutches the average person—even of the 
ferests impossible rs ae which makes its overthrow by higher in- 
Uisstaccnep by es ee ably my recommendation of dismissing it by 
ased on ipnorates au eee and cosmic interests is an absurdity 
observation ieee ae extent and intensity. Furthermore, detached 
Teptession have been Meo nt that all ethical systems based on erotic 
Ang! bSixcale eee utile and hypocritical. Beneath the surface of 
aMongst the Grecic Pparently as much eroticism as existed openly 
d little inna pee even more repellent in form because furtive 
*88 evolved than J] i a en considerations. Mankind, in short, is 
mek rather than a a thought; his seeming improvement being a 
Ents is Weake, teration. Lastly, the force of anti-erotic argu- 
These ideals ned by consideration of the origi f id ze 
mattis are probably maine gin of ideals of decency. 
And nomadic ex: tom very early race-experience, when 

© existence demanded a concentratio mene 
n of energy in 


supRCTED SEE?” 


ealthy blood-thirst 
the reality of 


hunger. All, then, that we must ask, is a more refined and artistic treat- 
ment of the erotic motive. From what I have heard, the fault of Saxon 
eroticism is its morbidness, which no doubt results from a social system 
which seeks to banish it, and which therefore only makes it the more 


obnoxious when it breaks out. I suppose that this is the trouble with 
George Moore. The only remedy would seem to lie in the gradual evo- 
lution of society out of the puritan phase, and the sanctioning of some 
looser morality or hetairism. This seems to be the idea adumbrated by 
Nietzsche and other realists—to remove morbid erotic interest by re- 
moving the prejudices and inhibitions which make it doubly strong. It 
is quite possible that the net amount of vulgarism would thus be de- 
creased rather than increased; surely, the decrease in hypoctisy would 
make for a gain in wholesomeness. . . . Thus have I changed my aes 
on what I formerly censured. What is inherent in the majority eu 
be extirpated—man cannot be moulded to an ideal society and Peedi 
society and literature must conform to man as he is. Baad | expect ae “aig 
of man, and disown the race. The only folly is in expecting W n 
; : compared with his ow 
never attained; man is most contemptible when co ae universe, than 
pretensions. It is better to laugh at man Bane e » 


to weep for him within. . 


rvt. 
t humble & obt. Se 
Yr. mos L. Theobald, Junt- 
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74. TO REINHARDT KLEINER Venerable 598 


29 April, I92I 


My Son: 

The Hoag book is now completed, and Mortonius hath sent me an 
unbound copy. It is pleasing to me, to behold mine own name upon the 
title-page of an actual volume, as writer of the biographical and critical 
preface, You shall certainly have a copy of the finished product—as 
shall most of my other closest friends in amateurdom—since I have 


asked honest Jonathan for 20 copies; waiving all monetary renumera- 
tion for my share of the editing. 


With every good wish, 
Yr. obt. grandfather 
L. Theobald Junr. 


75. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


‘ St. Angell’s Priory 
it Wilfal wij Friday the 13th, Ma 
ildtake, Bt. / Brooklyn, in New-York / Diadawauiarcie 


To m 


e, th Sg rs 
Be something t¢ ee element of conflict is essential—I must always 
he Satire ae fight and will never quit the field of con 
fact; culation is al, : “ 
abysses fous and sen 20 indispensable, for my mind is 


-... Then 
aze u ‘ 3 » aS a con- 
Of dig Sleeps under a ¢ Pon the immemorially 


caused by the ‘adi ne £ = cal that every event in the cosmos is 
whatever we do is Bees pace a pag circumjacent forces, so that 

sciously the inevitable product of Nature rath- 
er than of our own volition. If an act correspond with our wish, it is 
Nature that made the wish, and ensured its fulfilment. When we see an 
apparent chain of circumstances leading toward some striking denoue- 
ment, we say it is ‘Fate’. That is not true in the sense meant, for all of 
those circumstances might have been deceptive, so that a hidden and 
unexpected cause would have turned matters to an utterly opposite con- 
clusion. The chain of appearances are as much a part of fate as the re- 
sult, whichever the latter may be—and more; there is no such thing 4s 
a final result, since all cosmic existence is but an endless and purpose 
less chain beginning and leading nowhere. You are, for instance, fol- 
lowing your “destiny’’ no more now than when you'were pious. Inexo- 
table circumstance made you pious once, and makes you sceptical 
now—pethaps it will make you pious again when the nymphs no me 
er divert you. No one state is any more natural to you than the o is 
since it is natural that you should pass through any stage which yor ayy 
pass through. No life has any meaning or central principle ach i 


finitesimal fragment of that cosmic mess of matt 


merely an in 


I 
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ound of capricious, kaleidoscopic natural forces. We are what 
he moment, merely because we are. Sometimes we may guess 
ent state how we are likely to turn out, but all the real 


the hands of forces we can never fathom. 


the playst 
we are at t 
from our pres 
causes are in 
Yr. most humble, most obedient Servt. 

L: Theobald Junr. 


76. TO MRS. ANNE TILLERY RENSHAW 
598 Angell St. 
Providence, Rhode Island 


Dear Mrs. Renshaw :— June 1, 1921 


I i : 
am answering letters promptly these last few days, because I lack 


the will and ener : 
‘gy to do an : 
May 24 gave me an extr ything heavier. The death of my mother on 


and continuous endeavour 
unemotional; and do not 


demonstration: 
s of the vulgar’ 
and unexpected a ae but the psychological effect of so vast 


Sleep much, or lab. 


so eI Re 


SELECTED LETTER, 


the term of My existence with the assurance that my end would 

no one more than a passing annoyance—of course my aaah ake 
infinitely considerate and solicitous, but the death of a nephew ig ate 
dom a momentous event. Possibly I shall find enough interesting ee 
to read and study to warrant my hanging on in 


: definitely, but ] do not 
intend to endure boredom beyond a certain limit. Tt is better to be 
one was in the eternity before he was born. My mother was, in all prob. 


ability, the only person who thoroughly understood me, with the pos- 
sible exception of Alfred Galpin. She was a person of unusual charm 
and force of character, accomplished in literature and the fine arts: a 
French scholar, musician, and painter in oils. I shall not again be likely 
to meet with a mind so thoroughly admirable. 

Bacnce ai. Altogether, Kant is one whose name mi 
commenced with a lower-case ‘“‘c’. 
and advancing philosophy need not be questioned, but in matters 
of detail he is simply an empty and exaggerated name—one of those 
figures who receive accretions of blind adulation until they become 
mere magic words—mystical abracadabras of classical tradition whose 
fevered mouthings and dialectics would evaporate if examined with- 
out the deafness and blindness of irrational veneration. As sequels 
to Kant, I sincerely trust that you will read Schopenhauer and 
Nietzsche, in the other named; following these with the most modern 
rational work—Modern Science and Materialism, by Hugh Elliot, 
(1919). To emerge from the artificial fog of empty, resonant, mystical 
words without a single real idea behind them, into the clear light of 
minds with actual conceptions, is a tonic to the intellect. Lest you fancy 
that I am making an idol of Nietzsche as others do of Kant, let fe 
state clearly that I do not swallow him whole. His ethical se 
joke—or a poet's dream, which amounts to the same thing. It is in his 
method, and his account of the basic origin and actual relation of ae 
ing ideas and standards, which make him the master figure of the m 


ght be quite readily 
His value in stimulating thought 


ern age and founder of unvarnished sincerity in philosophic thought. 


Dr. Sigmund Freud of Vienna, whose system of parent 
have begun to investigate, will probably prove the end of 5 c ie 
thought. In details, I think he has his limitations; and I am a a ae 
accept the modifications of Adler, who in placing the ¢go @ ae 
eros makes a scientific return to the position which Nietzsche 4s 
for wholly philosophical reasons.... © ~ 
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judice and shallow enthusi- 
much of the preju 
As I grow older, Bre traditions which retarded my Eas 
irical an 3 ; 
expt earlier years. I have today not a single well nae 
towatd aesats or to learn facts. This position makes me oes i 
wish save a new idea no longer meets with any conflict rom o 
receptive, Say a my theories as often as valid evidence is changed, 
Hes 24 ment improves through exercise in the province of philo- 
te alae n. I am, I hope, now a complete machine without a 
‘ an eae yolition: a machine for the reception and clas- 
Seine ideas and the construction of theories. As such, I may say 
A . . . 
cage obsoleteness of religion and idealism as systems of enlightened 
thought is impressed upon me with redoubled force. If any thing is 
true, it is that these beliefs are soon to be finally extinct until some cata- 
dysm shall wipe out civilisation and inaugurate a new Dark Age of 
myth and ignorance. 


RS 
gguEcTED LETTE 


asm fo 


Believe me, 
Yr. most obedient Servt. 
HPLovecraft 


7]. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 


598 Angell St. 
Providence, R. I. 

My dear Mr. Long:— ian fo Oe 
eae nS go—and come. The ocular trouble which disturbed me 
nery, ast I wrote you has subsided, but to take its place has come the 
Sus shock resulting from the death of my mother on May 24... . 
2 Sac was 4 person of unusual charm and force of charac- 
Gan ease in literature and the fine arts—a French scholar, musi- 

7S Painter in oils. She was a gtaduate of Wheaton College. 
comes f * ‘Re only real tranquillity—the true Epicurean ataraxia,— 
Where mgt assumption of the objective, external point of view 
: tf mS stand off as spectators and watch ourselves without caring 
In i ttiumph of mind over feelin gc irs ae 

absence of any new material, I will send—subject to return— 
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two papers containing collaborated work which 
Cea is a manuscript magazine whi 
titain; The United Codperative is an unfin 
paper held up indefinitely by the printer in 
in question, The Green Meadow and Th 
written around ideas of the amateur poet 
Le gel aes He ean and most singular imagination in ama- 
; one day be famous in the outside world, 
tee In Prose technique she fails, hence can utilise story ideas 
only in collaboration with some technician. ‘These ideas are generall 
fantastic and terrible in the extreme, and so curiously like my own Sat 
ceptions that I can develop and express them—in some cases build 
upon them—with so little difference that the result shows no sign of 
dual authorship. Such tales are published under the pseudonyms “Eliza- 
beth Berkeley” and “Lewis Theobald Jun.” The Green Meadow is the 
earlier of the two tales enclosed, and has a curious history. It began 
with me—the seacoast and forest scene being an actual dream of my 
own, around which I wrote the first paragraph of the story proper as 
an isolated bit on which to build a later narrative. The paragraph was 4 
mere impression, or bit of colouring. Later, in the course of a discus- 
sion on imaginative writing, I showed it to Miss Jackson, who was 
amazed to find that it corresponded exactly to a dream of her own—a 
dream which had extended much farther than mine. Upon her relating 
this dream, and furnishing a map of its supposed scene, I decided to 
abandon the plan for an original story and develop the Jacksonian Outs 
line—which I did, supplying the quasi-realistic aérolite introduction 
from my own imagination. W. P. Cook will eventually print The 
Green Meadow, but Heaven only knows when... . 

Fecal I know this attitude is not a popular one—but I am not 4 
popular thinker. I accept no literary school in its entirety—I Gee a 
Saxon innocence but against Saxon preaching; for modern sincerity " 
against modern morbidness; for romantic wonder but against fortes 
sentimentality; for artistic nonmorality but against actistic tan ef 
In short, I am a thorough eclectic, perhaps describable as a Gre f ‘s 
fluenced by Grimm’s fairy tales and Poe! I believe that art shoul ae 
teach, but simply picture. It should deal with images mote tae 

ill rather than convince... . sit OK . 
should on I do not think that a man who is interested in human 


you have not seen be- 
ich I circulate in Great 
ished copy of a coming 
Wisconsin. The two tales 
e Crawling Chaos—wete 


Winifred V. Jackson, who 
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LETT se 
ae i ts this interest 
i that is, unless he forge 


n artist at all— ee 
conduct ca0 ae his pen for the purposes of att. Tenn Aafia 
qhen he takes aa Poe, because he drew no pictures beyon 


artist is inferio 


5 ome no emo- 
lace vision of the stolid bourgeoisie, and aroused 
commonp!4 


d the placid vapidities of dull Victorian family life. He is a 
tions beyon¢ 4 water, and derives his fame mainly from a marvel- 
being of ne erica inalody and an ability to please the unimaginative 
oe ee cannot be compared to Swinburne, and even Swin- 
a saat be compared to Poe. If Poe never drew a human character 
qho lives in the memory, it is because human beings are too contempt- 
ible and trivial to deserve such remembrance. Poe saw beyond the vul- 
gar anthropocentric sphere, and realised that men are only puppets; 
that events and circumstances are the only vital things. 1 believe that 
Poe's fiction is more important than his verse. The verse attains marvel- 
lous heights, but the tales are above all heights—fragments of cosmic 
perfection beyond the universe of dimensions. As a critic he leads all 
other Americans, and only in humour did he fail. Of course, I may be 
prejudiced; since my own aesthetic perception is admittedly narrow, 
and inclined toward those particular fields in which Poe worked, And 
yet I believe that I am not far wrong; that Poe is indisputably the one 
Bteat literary figure of the United States, and is likely to remain so. He 


had a peculiar Province, but he spoke for that province with a perfec- 


tion ; . : 
Sreater than that with which anyone else in America has spoken 
for bis own province : 


Most sincerely yours, 
H. P. Lovecraft 


78. To 
SS WINIFRED VIRGINIA JACKSON 


589 Angell St. 
Providence, R. I. 


7 dea Miss Jackson ;— Junshiy 292% 


It may j 
er ‘eh be said with justice that you have Jost a friend in my 
Cugh you never heard directly from her, she may be 
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reckoned among the earliest and most enthusiastic 
As I recall her especial a iati 


f amateurdom in gene 
ain aesthetic hypersens 


Why?—this latter as an antidote to my own frequent and unavoidable 
depression. . . . Considering her literary taste as manifested in other 
fields, I believe you have a right to feel very substantially complimented 
by the extreme liking she displayed—a liking which I have here set forth 
without exaggeration in any particular, no matter how odd it may seem 
when related of one who never met you or wrote you directly. In case tt 
would interest you to know my mother’s appearance during these ae 
days, I enclose a snap-shot—inadequate enough, I regret to say—~W are : 
I took a year ago last autumn. Her appearance was as aera = 
is homely, and her youthful pictures would form close ee s be 
own in a contest for aesthetic supremacy. Her beauty was 0 o ote 
type—a very fair complexion, but dark eyes ee a rae: aeetet 
it became grey. Some of her portraits have, in truth, 


art studies... . 


Yr. most oblig’d & Obt. Servt! 
HP Lovecraft 
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5. 10 REINHARDT KLEINER 


1 June 12, 1921 


My dear Klei:— ; 

Psychologically I am conscious of a vastly increased aimlessness and 
inability to be interested in events; a phenomenon due partly to the fact 
that much of my former interest in things lay in discussing them with 
my mother and securing her views and approval. This bereavement de- 
centralises existence—my sphere no longer possesses a nucleus, since 
there is now no one person especially interested in what I do or wheth- 
et I be alive or dead. However, the inevitability of such disasters ren- 
ders tears and clamorous lamentation not only futile but puerile and 
vulgar as well. My mother has secured exactly what she most de- 


sired—complete oblivion and non-existence,—so that gtief must needs 


be for oneself rather than for her. I am as active as possible—quite so 


in amateurdom—and externally appear as usual; since I never display 
Se but prefer to be calm or slightly satirical. For some time I was 
Ee to dress or be about—the shock affected my throat and motor 
rae oe I could not eat much, or stand and walk with ease; but 
agate was free from all emotional displays. As I continued to 


dressing-gown and slippers—increasingly active with the 


otony, and insisted that I respond to an in- 
received a month before, to visit an exceedingly 
hew United member—Miss M. A. Little, A. B., 
€ge professor now starting as a professional au- 
Sais ae neat Haverhill, Mass. This I finally did, 
utsday care ficte © Postcatd mailed at the latter place. 

a trip, but at Smith call. I had intended to stop there alone 
. Ovelan dit Iss Little was so much interested in the genial 


Vitation which ] 
learneq and bri had 


€ as revealed 


im in hie 1 in his paper that she wished to go also. We 
hag 7? 2% eee Tryout office behind the house, cordial and hos- 
> Tam Waiting the visit which my card had heralded. He 
utterly Musrepresented in the matter of hospitality; 
88 sor arty, genuine, and Spontaneous wel- 
'Y We could not stay longer, and made both Miss L. 


We Be 
ained by his baie me 
neatly and quaintly on his 
= he ae is: accent, 
rape re re confesses to 69 years, but does not look a ince 

bears out every impression which one gains from the 7 
out—I like him immeasurably, for he is the most unspoiled eas 
contented, artless, and altogether delightful small boy of his Fy se, 
have ever beheld. He never grew up, but lives on without ie Rie 
dull complexities of adulthood—active, busy with his little a 
stamp album, cat, and woodland excursions—in short, a ee old 
Damaetas whom Theocritus would have loved to delineate. Let none 
tell me hereafter that my Georgian pastorals are not true to life; for I 
have with mine own eyes seen happy Tityrus in his beechen shade, 
Smith says he wants to leave me all his old amateur papers, but I tell 
him he must live on for ever, like the kindly, gracious old faun that he 
is! 

Tom, the cat, was inexcusably rude, being apparently afraid of both 
his visitors! After all the verse I have dedicated to him, this is a posi- 
tive insult! We also saw Smith’s tiny grandchild—“The Mascot—who 
was less impolite, but withal of few words. Tryout office is a veritable 
curiosity shop, with all the odds and ends of forty years hung or strewn 
about. There are buttons, stamps, chromos, and dingy photographs on 
the walls, and in various corners sundry odd iron objects—a miniature 
anvil, for instance—washed in by the tides of the neighbouring Merri- 
mack, My own personality was very much in evidence, since Smith was 
setting up my story The Terrible Old Man, and had Thee 
proofs and Mss. all around. He gave me a vast pile of old Tryouts oF 
recruiting work, and gave Miss Little as complete a file of back num 
bers as he could. She is going to bake him a loaf of gingerbread as 
reward—he dilated at length upon the excellencies of one which g00 


i _ Altogether, there 
Mrs. K. Leyson Brown baked and sent him recently 
a ly wholesome and pastoral as the Hav 
ed the sojourn might 
ated old cottage, 


is scarce anyone alive as delicious 
erhill swain. We remained two hours, and wishi 


have been longer. 408 Grov 


eland Street is a dilapid 


I4I 


sBLECH . ‘¢,]: with woods extending up to the edge 

put the ! ocality : pt perend and vegetable garden. I believe he is 

, ittle i welling for a while on the rim of the sylvan shades 

bey As his guests departed, he presented each with 

that gave | cherished pansies, plucked with his own hands. He told me 

; a boutonniere, which I did—till out of sight of the 

to es shall preserve them pressed in my Tryout file! On the whole, I 

tee ns more than honest Tryout. 1 am a rustic at heart, and 
I oa d from one of my heroic pastorals! 


he is 4 character escape 
Yr. most obt. Servt. 
L. Theobald Juntr. 


80, TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 
598 Angell St. 
Providence, R. I. 
July 17, 1921 
My dear Mr. Long:— 


I appreciate highly your expressions of sympathy regarding my re- 
cent bereavement, and am regretful to hear that your own mother has 
been so dangerously ill. I hope that her present improvement may 
prove the beginning of a complete recovery. A major bereavement has 
the effect of increasing one’s listlessness and killing one’s ambition. I 
cannot concertrate on any definite work, and have written nothing for 


aeons. i i 
: s. One feels that there is no especial reason for doing anything 
5 en there is no one in 


dy. Certainly, th 
ody in eae ese electrons were never thus assembled till 


c this amsatineies gee oe and equally certainly they will never 
WidS and pases cae a €n a man dies, his body turns to lig- 
combinations tren mo ecules soon enter into an infinitude of new 
is subject in = ¢ 4s nothing left. Haeckel has dealt so clearly with 

¢ Riddle of the Universe that it is really superfluous 
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© repeat the arguments here. As to free-will_1; 1 
teans, whose school I followed, I used to believe Ne ker “pia 
I am forced to admit that there is no room for it. It 4: fad neat 
opposed to all those laws of causality which every pheabiietare ne 
ture confirms and verifies. Man cannot “supplement and duced 
forces of Nature” because he is himself but a force of Nite It . 
hardly a pleasant belief, but truth was not made to please. ee 
Shs tee If I ever acquire any kind of fortune, one of my first extrava- 
gances will be some genuine Poe autograph letters. 


Most sincerely yrs. 
H. P. Lovecraft 


81. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
The Palace 
July 30, 1921 
O Sainted Prophet Iokanaan, Hail! 


I heard from Mrs. Greene some time ago, and she is joining the 
United— as all philosophers should do. (Have you paid your own on 
yet?) She spoke of reading Nyarlathotep and Polaris, but confesses 
that both were incomprehensible to her mind—Teutonic mysticism 15 
too subtle for Slavs. I furnished the necessary diagrams, sent some 
fictional specimens of more easy comprehension, and appended aval 
philosophical remarks which ought to be more convincing than Deas 
arguments because they will have to be read quietly, er ne 
ties for interrupting the speaker and securing the approva 4 pice 
tian bystanders. (In one case M. Oscar White, and in ano F Pr: bat 
W. Heins.) Mrs. G. has an acute, receptive, and pings ia 
has yet to learn that impersonal point of view which ede age 
irrespective of its palatability. She forms a vicar rey piants #5 
United's philosophical arena, and ought to find such m 
A. Galpinius Secundus highly interesting. 

umble Servt., 


Yr. most obedient oe si Liebkraft 
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1. KLEINER 
g2, TO REINHARD Stonybroke Manor, Cypherwold 


Nothingham-on-Zerowe, Blankshire 
11th August, 1921 

The Rt. Hon. Randolph St. John, Viscount Bolinbusted / 

Dear Fellow-Heartbreaker:— 


However—as to these rhapsodic panegyrics of Mme. Greene’s— 
circumstances prompt us to return them with no feigned enthusiasm! 
Wherefore, you ask, this rhapsodical tendency on the part of a sober 
Saxon patriarch devoid of emotion? I reply—the most potent of all 
reasons—gold! For be it known that the lady in question has set 
an enduring example for all posterity in amateurdom, and put to shame 
all her piker contemporaries. Some liberality! Upon sending in her 
United application, and merely after having read a few stray papers 
and old official organs, Mme. Greene unsolicitedly and unexpectedly 
came actoss with a pledge of FIFTY (count ’em—s5o0!) refulgent ru- 
ble—HALF A HUNDRED scintallant simoleons—for the Official 
‘heen oe Ten of "em cash down. Oh, boy! Is that the ideal amateur 
ee * e'll notify the cosmos! ! Believe Grandpa, La Belle Russe 
ice ve no teason to complain of editorial coldness—we've given 
AA pene in the July news notes, extolling her excellencies 
waa Gees ne her philanthropy as an example to our revered tight- 
the old ones t ineeon peer Planks down fifty bucks, what ought 

saree ae Viva Russia! God save Kerensky! 

€ United, ie the fifty, Mme. G. would be a notable addition to 
extravagance she h the exterior of romantic spoofing and rhetorical 
Ceptional back as a mind of singular scope and activity, and an ex- 

Last Men geround of Continental cultivation. . .. 

onday I had a pleasing and unusual experi i 

en years backward along th nese Teer BC 
Some scenes of ae a’ong the corridors of time; revisiting 
eon boyhood. : i an wae for the nonce the atmosphere of 

Ost rare! Ppened to be up in the morning—O condition 

hone brought to me the dulcet tones of my 
oe ras Munroe, who told me of his 
ouflaged flivver and of his present de- 


: --'—When the tel 
est chil ood friend, Har 
Sition of a n 


Tec : 
€nt acqui 


Veteran (now dead) helped us build with rock filched from neighbour- 
ing stone walls. Once more we stood at childhood’s shrine, hardly real- 
ising that our locks were besprinkled with grey. ; 
Reminiscently and patriarchally yours, 

~ Lothario Honeycomb, 13th Earl of Stonybroke 


83. TO ANNIE EB. PHILLIPS GAMWELL nee 
8/19/21 
diverse, yet fuller by 
f a week & two days 
er than the best friend of 
Munroe! On Monday, 
a, m, after a long & OP” 


Dear Aunt Annie:— 


|...» Less geographi 
far on reminiscent magic, 
erat in which the star figure was none oth 
outh—Deputy Sheriff Harold Bateman 
ee 8, as I was splashing in the tub at 9:30 


cally extended & socially 
was another excursion 0 


thout 


ng less 5 ago, & to re 


to ans | é call ft en eat 

jy seward! TI vot 6 happy yout of BTN Ye. April—those rural 
day's Sp” oF camouflaged F ord—P caret ily & carelessly disp orted 
HBM’s 2¢ ut which we Bary business to do 


byways abo HBM had some 
ung men. It seems that Bros.—& had decided to 


for Brown : 
oer ent as well. I dressed as quickly 


ting 
long when he arrived in his 


al & retrospective ev! 


te. & did not force HBM to wait 
plore Sea machine. He is the same old Harold—just as he used 
n 


to fit his bicycle up with all accessories, cyclometer, horn, luggage rack, 
xc, so has he now equipped his Ford with every conceivable device & 
improvement, bringing the total cost up to $675.00. He has a self-start- 
et, speedometer, &c &c &c—making the flivver typically Munrovian. 
We first went to his new East Providence home—which is exceedingly 
attractive—& there he had to take on as a passenger an elderly cousin 
of his wife's, who was going on a visit to Taunton. This lady, however, 
ne ae aus & unobtrusive; so that as we sped out along the 

: tough remembered scenes, exchanging anecdotes & 


in Taunton—solicit 
make the trip 4 Socl 


W. 
ni 
Wh 
ieee aS as of Id Petceptible FE very Process of re ne s 
ut ? on Y we re te- 
Chan i é IS @ sort of ea ached Taunton 
* altered. yy Se edition of 
dey, & Low pre ltion,T fancy gh Tut 8 few feature 
d cy that the Ci, : €s ma. 
Stone or Ivil War f 
eae Ston b ound its 


| 
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the war, a Soldier’s Monument having the aesthetic_o 
ic!—earmarks of the seventies, & a courthouse whose modernity is ah 
solutely obtrusive—1884!! Much time was wasted in Taunton ove ‘ the 
inessential trivialities of mere bourgeois trade—Harold stopped at sey. 
eral factories, including the extensive Whittenton Mills north of the 
town, but secured only one small order—and further waste was made 
by a needless stop at a cafeteria for nourishment—HBM is the same 
old eater! But finally we left trade & Taunton behind, & rattled along 
the pike toward the greatest adventure of all—a pious pilgrimage to 
the tomb of our dead youth—Great Meadow Hill & the old clubhouse! 
As we undulated over the hilly macadam ribbon between the meadows 
we speculated upon how much we would find of the crude tar-papered 
edifice which we deserted eight years ago. Harold thought that only the 
“chimbly’—built of great stones by honest old James Kay, now 
dead—would be standing. I, however, believed that we would still find 
the walls of the ewer part—the addition we built to the original 
woodman’s hut, which was larger than the hut itself. Thus did we 
speculate as we turned from the pike into the narrow rutted toad at 
Wheeler’s Corners, jogging over the indescribable washouts & hum- 
mocks that used to force us to dismount in the old cycling days. The 
new-cut forest of 1909, which gave us a vast horizon & panorama 
when we discovered the spot, had now grown up again; & tall bac 
mapletrees & tangles of underbrush now enshrouded Re i o - 
clubhouse. Through the foliage we saw the antique chimbly” (tha 
; -ation!). & thrilled at the thought that at least one 
James Kay’s pronunciation !); , eA 
memorial of the old times remained—a sort of monument 0 pee 
to our buried youth & hopes. Then through an opening 10 
2 d spot in full—and lo! upon 
grown trees we beheld the long-deserted sp cee 
i ither of us had dared expect? 
our eyes dawned the one sight that nei bd solid vata 
old Great Meadow Country Clubhouse intact, in 4 the 


5 _ Aside 
of the old days! We drew near, looked long, a Bete aa re- 
from a broken lock, all was as ever, forte ay undevastat- 


i i ods & lets a few years slip aw 
Re ee fi decay, nor even vandalism. ae a 
ae , as of yore, pictures we knew still adorned the walls phe eee a 
: “a s.. Not aa inch of tar paper was ripped off, & 10 pee 
eae witr found still embedded the small pebbles we Hane “ae 
— he & wet—pebbles arranged to form the initials G. ™- 

i 


ft unaesthet. 
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_ was lacking—save the fire, the ambition, the ebulliency of 
Nothin, rselves; & that can never be replaced. Thus two stolid mid- 
en caught for a moment a vision of the aureate & iridescent 
dle-aged ™ t it, & sighed for days that are no mote. 
‘ ck—the long oa Bie ee we used to sing Sweet 
; ing, & Down in de Co’nfield—we speculated upon the 
ARSE the G. M. C. C. & ioldinereaeente insets 
a ee d Upham & Stuart Coleman in the antique way. Harold 
with d quite captivated with the idea—which he himself proposed—& 
ee yite that no better substitute for our departed youth could be de- 
vised. But that was a week & four days ago—so HBM has no doubt 
Pete all about it now. He does not miss youth as I do. For him 
the dull routine of adult life is perfectly adequate—yet I would trade 
any two of my adult & intellectual Boston “sprees” of today for one 
short hour as a boy of 17 or 18 with the old “gang”—just carefree 
“fellers”, talking, laughing & singing—or trying to sing. Verily, 
Grandfather Theobald is getting very old now; he nods of an evening, 
& babbles of the past as he sits by the fire... . . 

It is now past midnight—and officially the 2oth according to civil 
time. (By astronomical time it is still the roth until the following 
noon.) At 9 a. m. I will be one more milepost nearer the welcome sep- 
ulchre which yawns for my gray head. 31! How I wish those numbers 
eee ee: me the youth & the optimism of 13! I yet recall 
Lee S ae 20, 1903, when I attained that age—the balmy 
ee ee at 454 under the trees with my telescope, seem- 
an, ae a Sperous environment, & fresh with the wonder of 
ees ae ete worlds. And my old nigger-man was 
Grandpa ‘Theobald setae owy bushes, occasionally deigning to let his 
scope, & show hisn es : a uP, put his green shining eye to the tele- 

weiktow the: dea. ges surfaces of remote planets—where for 

apaees eee enizens may be lithe, quadrupedal, sable- 
y like Nigger-Man himself! . . . 
I have the honour to subscribe myself as 
Yr. most aff. grandfather & obt. Servt. 


L. Theobald Jun. 
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84. TO ANNIE E. PHILLIPS GAMWELL 


Hampstead, N. 4 
(Westville p, 0) 
Dear A. E. P. G.:— Aug. 27, 1921 

Behold! I am in your new state : 
very far in it, since the Misatislidi Une nen Bs 
day, called on Smith & visited the museum of Haverhill ieee em 
ciety yesterday, & will return today to the city; inci acai So- 
through Attleboro & Boston on the train. It is one of the best th ae : 
out doubt, that I have yet taken; & I have even slept well. ae 

The greatest event was the visit to the Historical Society, which j 
housed in a museum attached to the ancestral mansion of the aes 

; of the director 
The latter place is itself a museum—all the mote interesting because it 
is the natural collection of a family rather than the artificial collection 
of an institution. The director—a Mr. Leonard Smith,—is an elderly 
man of vast refinement & scholarship. Yesterday was not a visiting day, 
but since the Littles are personally acquainted with important perso- 
nages of the Society, we were allowed to go through the collection. Mr, 
Smith—as delightful in a patrician way as C. W. Smith is in a plebeian 
way—personally guided the tour, sharing his house & landscape gar- 
dens as well as the museum. On the grounds is another small house 
_the oldest in Haverhill—built in 1640. It is the oldest house I have 
ever seen of entered. . 

Another new experience was picking strawberries—in late August. I 
had never before seen these well-known commodities in the process of 
growth. psi 

I took with me field glasses & planisphere with the aim of observing 
the nocturnal sky from the “Pinnacle”, but though I indeed climbed 
that elevation by a flashlight’s flickering tays, an adverse fortune be- 
clouded the heavens with mist ere I attained the peak! ... : 

I trust that your part of New Hampshire is as pleasant as this 
part—which I need not describe anew, having done so last June. It 1s 


necessary only to say that the district seems as remarkable in is sa 
attractiveness as in the un pitality 


failing courtesy & abounding hos 
all its inhabitants. 
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iP ions of gratitude, 


xpress! 
Yr. most aff: nephew & obt: Servt. 
HP ak 


INHARDT KLEINER 
iat Still 598 


85. 
August 30, 1921 


Mon cher St. Jean Baptiste:— 
Your yoluble friend, the generous Mme. Greene, announceth that 
: 1 Providence for two days at the end of the present week; 
she will be 1n 
but hope that the lethal boredom of our archaic and provin- 
and I can P 3 : RS P 
cial atmosphere may not asphyxiate her United activity altogether. It’s a 
cafe bet it won't, for just as I predicted, my boy Alfredus hath become 
her cherished idol; and will serve admirably as an anchor. He has told 
her the sad, sad story of his whole life, and his mother will be lucky if 
she does not kidnap him some day. Also, she hath told him that I am 
egotistical from reading Nietzsche—which disturbeth me not in the 
least. Anybody can call me anything he damn pleases if he will give 
fifty sinkers to the organ fund and issue a United paper as good as the 
Rainbow promises to be! It would take more than one siren to lure 
my chee-ild away from his own adopted Grandpa! And besides—so 
volatile a slav means the censure no more than the taffy. Bless her 
ited i hasn t a sent Grandpa a beauteous gift, in the form of a 
a . 
Py ts a s He ag ae to Methuselah! q hope she didn’t think 
mentioned your Vathek sift B 7 rey che Se ee 
! But one thin . Green i 
desolates me—she avers that h i 2 ; cea eae 
; fair and frivol ffspring i 
be captivated by the ch P i Pehle Gs 
ittesistible Bolingbroke (Tomine ee gh oa eee 
éven in one case! Gad’s blood, i at the St. Johnly magic should fail, 
ee, ood, if any daughter of mine refused 
Be to the graces of a Cl iain retused to pay 
daughters, T would ha ynor, I'd disown the wench! Had I two 
ve no sons-in-law but thou and Galpinius! . . . 


Pestiferously thine, 
Grandpa Theobald. 
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86. THE c 
ALLOMO (TO GALPIN, LOVECRAFT, AND MOB) 


Wednesday 
August 31, 1921 


thing strange save 
the trolleys on the old horse cars. And as we returned, we ete to 


visit the most sacred shrine of all, that spot on Great Meadow Hill 
where we had made a clubhouse by enlarging an old wood-cutter’s 
shanty, and where we had for years assembled for rites of juvenile fel- 
lowship. . . . Our youth came again upon us a flame. For there amidst 
the growing trees in awkward grace stood the symbol of our old days 
in wonted wholeness—the boyhood clubhouse, erect in its tar-papered 
grotesqueness, and intact in every part through all the years!! There 
was neither vandalism nor decay—the lock was gone, but that was all. 
Even the old pictures hung on the walls of this haunted place; this lit- 
tle world of the past, where even Time had eased his scourging in the 
absence of any human audience, What shadowy companies, morcovet, 
could we picture about the grey cement hearth where the pebbled ini- 
tials G. M. C. C. still lay fixed as we had stamped them when it bie 
new and wet! We seemed to see the old gang as it was—Ron, Fi 
Ken, and Stuart, with the fresh faces and clear eyes of youth. They at 

: i : that their ghosts appear only 
not dead, but the boy in them is dead, so 8g Ae 
in this silent and forgotten place. And as we gazed about, Har 


: ae : the youth that we have 
ceived the idea of regaining for brief seh sie ae preserra 


lost. If all goes well, we shall refit this hous 
tion, and bring back to it 

erhaps on some nights in 
in ae stone fireplace the ghosts may pass 


which they belonged o 


the men who were once the old gang; ee 
the golden autumn when the logs burn - 
back into the aging bodies 

£ old, and the gang will live once again. AP 
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s shall sing in the olden way, and teach the birds of autumn 
we 


erhaps 


known to the birds of other autumns, and awake the old trees 
the oe of strains that stirred leaves now fallen. ... 
mem' 
iy Valete— 
LO. 


87. THE GALLOMO (TO GALPIN, LOVECRAFT, AND MOE) 
ih Friday 
Sept. 12, 1921 


eer: At about 6 a. m. yesterday morning, as I was concluding an 
all-night literary session at my desk, I stopped in the kitchen to secure 
my solitary second meal. Perhaps you know that I am a singularly light 
eater, taking but one full meal and one self-prepared cracker-and-milk 
lunch each day. . . . I seemed to hear a sort of crackling sound, and saw 
a fine gtey dust gathering. Before I could rouse my sleepy head to con- 
nected thought, something else happened to the aforementioned crani- 
um—or suddenly and without further warning the roof of the cosmos 
busted up and fell on poor Grandpa!! .. . It knocked me flat down 
against the table, burying me and the latter in one indistinguishable 
ae Ee ere ous Were I not Possessed of a record-break- 
eat aaa wich just now needs cutting at that, the moon 
ying pale lilies of light on dead Grandpa! ! ! As it was, I 


eh ne es with dust, albeit not star-dust. To lay all mystery 
ism ‘ 
ne aside, what really happened was this: the plastering of 


ses Regie loosened and fallen from a point directly 
ee y head of the lone diner! It was some wreck, take it from 


like tated Belgium as I surveyed it through 
ee down from my injured dome. But I oe 
€ off the worst of the dust and debris, and finally 


Yr. most obliged and obedient Servant, 
HENRY PAGET-LOWE 
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88. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Abode of Misery 
Querido San Juan:— 21 Septembet, 1921 
stood: business opportunity recently appearing is that afforded b 
St. Julian’s new magazine, Home Brew. He wants a series of six hai 
ly tales to order—apparently unaware that art cannot be created to 
order. I doubt if any story from my pen could please the clientele of an 
essentially popular magazine, and have so informed the jovial publish- 
er. However—if he will be satisfied with some frankly artificial hack- 
work, in no way related to my normal output, I will do my best for 
him. He offers five bucks per story—on publication. Rotten remunera- 
tion, but perhaps a better proposition than Bush work. Damn poverty! 
As to my social programme—you have doubtless heard part of it al- 
ready from Mme. Greene, whose Providence visit formed half of it. 
_ This volatile and beneficent personage arrived in Providence's sylvan 
shades on the afternoon of Sunday, Sept. 4, obtaining Theobald Manor 
on the telephone and thus notifying Grandpa, who forthwith proceed: 
ed to the Crown Hotel—amateurdom’s official headquarters in this vil- 
lage. I have been to the Crown only thrice—in 1914 to see W. B. Stod- 
dard, in 1920 to see the incomparable St. John, and in 1921 to see 
Mme. G.—an amateur mission in each case. Arriving at the Sai 
about 3:15 p. m., I paused only to snap the fair with my V. P. ot , 
ie is sti 1) and proceeded at once to show 
(the Brownie 1s still at 20 Webster!) and p 1 ap eieeat 
the quiet sights of Providence with the assurance f P’ 
Tovinally #598 was reached, and the visitor was introduced to the 
present regent of these domains—my 


lighted with each other, and my aunt has 


d even 
; eech, manner, aspect, 2n¢ ® © 
her praise of Mme. G., whose ideas, sp bleness. In truth, this 


i ed her with the greatest of fayoura 


3 . t’s respect ; 
ially heightened, OYE j eesti heterogeneity ie 


visit has mater # 
institution whose extreme democtacy : 
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for me to apologise for it... - At 
Mme. G. generously invited both 
elf to dinner at the Crown. Having had a noon meal, 

my auat and oe daily) we were not ready for another; so my aunt 
(we eat a nes hilst I went along and consumed only a cup of coffee 
ed Ak chocolate ice-cream. Mme. G., who is surely a full- 
ie Hikawaue, again spurned the aid of the St. ry. £0., and pre- 
ferred to make the return trip another scenic walk. This time I showed 
her the southern and really antique residential district where I took 
you, though preceding the display with a glimpse of the neo-Colonial 
Orchard Avenue, where we photographed each other in 1919. Mme. 
G. seemed to like the antique and solemn hush of the venerable streets, 
and the Georgian dignity of the old mansions on Power Street— 
including the Brown residence where Gen. Washington was enter- 
tained in August 1790. She also liked the cloistral hush of the 
Brown University campus, especially the inner quadrangle; where in 
the deserted twilight there seemed to brood the spirit of the dead gen- 
cae a be of College Hill was made, and the visitor 
ee a elie pee of anticlimax involved in the abrupt 
o the garishly modern. The soul of Provi- 


dence broods upon the anti : i 
coprolites oe . antique hill—below there is only a third-rate 


Postero die the < 
session re-con ; 
three delegates vened at the Crown at x p- m. with 


ee eats ist Mine G. having invited both my aunt and 
: a # noon repast. Her generosity is, in sooth quite un- 
hg a mind deserving of the highest commendation 


is certainly a person of the m 
: ost 
ous and kindly cast of mind is by no 
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i de it necessaty 
times made - 
i gth the meeting adjourned, and 
en 


d poor Grand 

mee sincere enthusiast could thus think of uprooting eae 
fixtures from their tespective native heaths! ‘The Ptacticabil ; 

such an enterprise may well be questioned na 


us; to gaze one 
ild, from whom the 
apart all these long y’ars! If the Kid should 
Y. if I had to go on foot and return in an 


moment upon the flower-like face of my chee- 
woild has crooly kep’ me 
really come, I'd get to N. 
ambulance! .. . 


Refinedly and colourfully yours, — 


Squire Western 


89. TO MRS. ANNE TILLERY RENSHAW 
: 598 Angell St. 
Providence, Rhode Island 
Oct. 3, 1921 
Dear National Chairman:— 


: ional 
Seas : ial activity! I am now a professiona. 
But this is not all OF cond reapers “ie The vociferous George 
fiction writer—albeit in a very limite iquant professional month- 
Julian Houtain has attempted to Sy ie E aeanacihe title of Home 
copy. $2.50 per yeaf—wi series of 
Wage ee as ambitious venture he has demanded ecb 
ge oa 8 tales, all with the same central ae: aa 5 eae 
six gru pe fused; for fiction 
t first I re ; “tan of the most 
ice of $5.00 each! At 41 ing and repetition © 
cer gare vies involves forcing 4 ‘ovial editor I have 
ae a Meats " palagen the insistence of the jovial edi 
unclassical sort. 


‘ ession of yarns 
a most hideous succ soabor 

ICES ce ve embarked upon a m est—Reanim 
given in, and ae g the generic caption aa A I have taken 
and ae “You can’t make them too a 1 tiled respectively 
in sai ished are 2 
Bae eae The two already fin: gnccess of the AB 

him 42 

Da 

From the 


yb and The Plague Demon. Of the 
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bts, but if it does succeed I shall have excel- 
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sELECT 


ntial dou : Rie 5 ; 
zine I have ae for acquiring a reputation for sinister diabolism! 
1€ 


lent oppor 0™ sub-treasuty, Mrs. Sonia H. Greene of Ukrainia, Musco- 


Ee aS was in Providence Sept. 4 and 5, and exhibited the 
vy an fr ? 


Josive interest in the United. Allowing for the emotional os 

most €xP the Slavonic temperament, Mrs. G. is really a person o 
travagance Chair nt and keenest intelligence; and my aunt became 
the greatest £6 a her praise. You have probably seen Mrs. G.’s 
positively Laan this. . . . Mrs. G. is an agnostic and 

The Rainbow—ere ; : é 

papet ligionist, as you may observe in The Rainbow; but is too 
nee edd emotional to share the biting cynicism of Galpin and my- 
If, In amateurdom she will prove a valuable fighter on the side of 
a literature as opposed to pallid Woodbeeism. She has a plan of 
oieking a sort of convention of artists, pagans, and philosophers in 
New York during the last week in December and the first week in 
January; and has invited Galpin, Loveman, and myself to be present. If 
that child Galpinius actually goes, I will be there if 'I have to go on 
foot and return in an ambulance—for sight of him is something posi- 
tively not to be missed! Otherwise, it is a question whether my tradi- 
tional seclusion would not triumph over my more recent tendency to 


make brief observations of the citcumambient world. My aunt, though, 
urges me to go. 


Yr. most obt. Servt. 
HPLovecraft 


90. THE G 
ALLOMO (To GALPIN, LOVECRAFT, MOE) 


Providence, R. I. 
October 6, I92r 


is merely an unsatisfactory 


feek €t which bee of the imaginative 8tatification of that 
: I ay be tha se fated in the objective attainment of its ob- 
anoth akeshift for e fen = a ee esthetick fancy is but a 

I stronger y shee Sue vigorous tribe or individual over 
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elight which sctibbling 
despise the aesthete and 
nd barbarian; a Xantho. 


matti . 
can a ora a “undinwarya supreme d 
here ya umbrate. At heart I believe I 
ae e warrior—I am essentially a Teuton a 
nroic Nordic from the damp forests of Germany or Scandinavyj 
kin to the giant chalk-whi newnavia, and 
g white conquerors of the cursed, effeminat Cc 
I am a son of Odin and brother to Hengist and Horsa . . rsh a 
Give me a drink of hot blood with a Celtic foe’s skull asia BL 
Rule, Britannia . .. GOD SAVE THE KING! Bi 
oe The cosmos is a mindless vortex; a seething ocean of blind 
forces, in which the greatest joy is unconsciousness and the greatest 
pain realisation. It is useless to point to the trivial pleasures of exist. 
ence as justification for the numberless pains thereof—that they are 
truly pleasures, none disputes; yet how fleeting and how satiating! It is 
my present conviction that one must be either a downright pessimist or 
a complete dupe of mythology and religious delusion. Real extasies 
exist only in the fancies of the poets and priests. But after all, how ab- 
surdly trivial is the whole controversy on pleasure and pain—for what 
does it matter whether we suffer or not? Our feelings are the most 
trivial of incidents in the unending cycle of existence. Sil 
Concerning materialism, I believe that all ultra-modern obi 
it arise from mere reaction and confusion in nomenclature. The resolv- 


ing of the atom is interesting, and to chemical and physical science 


i i i e sill 
quite revolutionary, but that it constitutes any pai oe ee 
idea of permanent cosmic evolution in one direction, of t0F © 


of human personality as something apart from physical organisation, is 


icle of 
uite unthinkable and certainly unwarranted by the let fe 

Peiide evidence. It is not for the philosopher to a PE ee 

exact definitions of matte 


r and energy, of their possibl eis 
The minutiae of the operat: 


ion of the blind infinite vortex are 
material. Vitalism is a pleasing 


t overcome the evi- 
dence for determinism of establish s 


ie . . 
fe e A asians as one-direction 
o absurd a 
progress in an eternal universe. - -- 


Well s'long; 
H. PAGET-LO 


*Xcusable onl 
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ETTERS 
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EINER 
HARDT KLEIN 


poles phe The Rectory 
7th October, 1721 


d St. John:— 
pie t if Mr. Houtain hath told you, that I am become a Grub- 
qynow" ee ¢ him; composing at his request a series of six daemoni- 
Street hack a the eine hero, for his proposed new professional maga- 
ace a0 have writ two, From the Dark, and The Plague-Daemone; 
aan set being intituled Herbert W est—Reanimator. In this en- 
ea, laboured, and artificial sort of composition there is nothing of 
art or natural gracefulness; for of necessity there must be a superfluity 
of strainings and repetitions in order to make each history compleat. 
My sole inducement is the monetary reward, which is a guinea per 
tale—a lowness of price shewing that the breezy St. Julian can drive as 
hard a bargain as Osborn or Curll, though with an infinitely greater deal. 
of honour. I sent my fictions nearly a week ago, yet have heard nothing 
from them as yet. If they be unacceptable, I shall have laboured nearly 
in vain; for they are of insufficient merit for amateur use, though the 


last hath a plot which might be rewritten to some advantage in another 
hour and mood. 


Believe me, yr. most faithful and devoted Servt. 
L:Theobald Junr. 


92. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 


598 Angell St. 
Providence, R. I. 


My dear Mr. Long:— Od aaiees 


My dela: H 2 
Y In replying to 
your greatly appreciat ‘ 
'stupted m Y because of a Pressure of iN ee ed letter of Aug. 17 is 
Y whol P ional revision which has 


€ amate 
mr programme, At present ] ought to be at 


€ new labour of profes- 


sional or semi- i mu 


George Julia : 
n Houtain has j 
venture, founding a pi ate embarked on a professional mapay; 
sell at 25¢ per copy. $ SI monthly to be called Home Brew gazine 
write : PY: $2.50 per year. For this periodi 2 and to 
a series of grueso; P ical he wishe 
: me tales at $5.00 each —a seri S me to 
with the same central character runni a series of at least six 
ly inartistic. To write to order ana through. Now this is manifest. 
oftartifictaluestsgilessinteives a to drag one figure through a series 
anole ; > =s the violation of all that spontanei 
gleness of impression which pontaneity and 
which should characterise short 
reduces the unhappy author from art t tapediebe ls 
chanical and unimaginative ata tee hs hen commonplace level of me- 
the money one is not scrupulous tk. Nevertheless, when one needs 
have ground out two of ‘the s—so I have accepted the job! So far I 
tion succeeds or fails bef Ata? eee ulaaian te oe whether the publica- 
ee ails efore going on. I am calling the series Herbert 
AME, since it deals with a young medical student with a 
Lecter for revising the dead—a sort of advanced “Dr. Whitlock”, if 
ree! a lude a the work of a more distinguished author! West finds 
is specimens in the dark of the moon with spade and lantern, and has 
some rather interesting adventures. The first story is entitled From the 
Dark; the second, The Plague-Daemon. They are not even comparable 
to my usual spontaneous work. I will show them to you when Samuel 
Loveman returns them. .. . 
As to deism and materialism—I should advise you to read Haeckel’s 
Riddle of the Universe and Hugh Elliot’s Modern Science and Materi- 
alism before placing too much credence in any vague and unexplainable 
force of “‘life” beyond the ordinarily known mechanical forms. The 
human brain represents 4 certain pattern of considerable elaborateness 
and complexity, but after all there is nothing “remarkable” or  un- 
heard of” in its superiority. We know more about it because we possess 
it, yet actually it is no more than a clumsy device for the redistribution 
t 7 i It is no more remarkable 
of energy in a blind and purposeless cosmos. It 1s 5 
than the symmetrical forces which arrange the atoms of nebulae an 
Janets, and presetve stellar and solar systems in their states of b : 
’ evolutions. It seems to me that the question “what is life’ 18 4 
anced revolu : 3 ate. clearly a well-defined 
fully answered as 40Y other; since life is pretty Cear'y 
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ectricity. The processes of vital organisa- 
depending on the motions and reactions 
and electrons; and whenever we investigate the 
ne of those vitalists, Bergsonians, and ‘Creative Evolution- 
peak of the non-materiality, universality, and continuity of 
life, we find their conceptions basically and essentially mythological 
al. They have, and can have, no clear idea of what they really 


and poetic : 
mean; but derive their images from allegory and obsolete metaphysics. 


like light ot el 
: d chemical, 


Yours most sincerely, 
H. P. Lovecraft 


93. TO MRS. ANNE TILLERY RENSHAW 
Dear Head Prof :— Decint0ina 973 


I noti i 
w ra “Sig the disarmament propaganda, and sincerely hope that 
1 SE apa with this movement! For in sober truth, thi 
stuff is hardly the sort of thing to advance ite fa 5 
cts 


burst Rican 6 wants a certain thi 
. e: . 
cious and atiB) restraint to get it. “Worl d p 
Re . eace” is such a f 
alla- 


a 
Mor : nav: > th 

tos gat avert ta al cuts may go thro + armament side is rel 
Meng X increases f, ugh, but they wi a 
0d overle * on the makin a the nations concern: ; eae nothing 
Of this of “Ps every fe tee Fe wat—for that comes : - They will have 
a done op t—s marines ue hear Pacifists dee tom deeper Causes 
€ Capital Uy will ; ir Polson gas—mak ur for the abolition 
hips! Pics Secretly except j Pi me laugh What is 

arines : Nn the i 

and Poison F Case of unconceala- 


as are “abolished”, thie 
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D LETTERS 


me ‘during the wee 
es—the mos 


: SELECT 

next war wil Pe 

ee 1 find Most of the nations in possession of Kg 
. The nation —if an ig 


isted. Amidst this gloom 


gELECTE 
t realistic and horrible I 


ks it pers 


80odly supply t athe ra startled 


y—that does keep fai : i 
metcy of the P faith, will be | fenightint: i 
ae se And that is the reason all such pacifist ah the came the ORI fe age of ten—whose stark hideousness and 
ea. rrapok or group will avert no evil, but will nee are ae ave ess I could but feebly mirror in my written Sing 
of delivering it as a prey t y ghastly 4P E ral sense of undefined apprenen- 
Prey to shrewder and Jess " , The first phase was a gene: 1. I seemed to be seated 


sy. ; A 
vn — vague terror which appeared universa. 


3 : dressing-gown, 
: chair clad in my old grey 7 ge 
ae Loveman. The letter was: unbelievably realists 


scrupulous alien forces. 


The next war will 
ptobably be between England, Fran i 
ca on the one hand, and Germany, Japan, and Russia iar eae ea 


reading a letter from 
c—thin, 814 X 13 
lI—and its contents seemed porten- 


the potential enemy, only one nation is a member of the conf 
Germany is finding innumerable ways to remain strong save sae 
power, Russia has the most terrible army of human wolves in ase 
and Japan will break faith in every way possible. Let facts be faced be 
fore the ignorant and unqualified masses try to adjudicate problems 
which are difficult enough for trained statesmen! 


paper, violet ink signature, and a 
tous. The dream-Loveman wrote: 

“Don’t fail to see Nyarlathotep if he comes to Providence. He 

is horrible—horrible beyond anything you can imagine—but won- 
derful. He haunts one for hours afterward. I am still shuddering 


at what he showed.” 


But this is not to say that warfare is not becoming a menace in view 
of destructive invention. All that is sadly sure—and the next war will 
probably end civilisation, or start the ultimate ending. The point is, 
that good or bad the thing cannot be helped any more than the winter 
which kills the summer, or the earthquakes, the waterspouts, and the 
tidal waves. We live in a decadent age like that of the later Roman 
Empire, and only the simple can find grounds to dodge the fact...» 
Yr. most obt. subordinate, 
 L: Theobald Jun. 


Thad never heard the name NYARLATHOTEP before, but seemed to 
understand the allusion, Nyarlathotep was a kind of itinerant showman 
or lecturer who held forth in publick halls and aroused widespread fear 
and discussion with his exhibitions. These exhibitions consisted of two 
parts—first, a horrible—possibly prophetic—cinema reel; and later 
some extraordinary experiments with scientific and electrical apparatus. 
As I received the letter, I seemed to recall that Nyarlathotep was al- 
ae ees was the cause of the shocking fear 
bid eusreele people. I seemed to remember that persons 
carta Ree e te awe of his horrors, and warned me not to go 
fe, = a aise s dream-letter decided me, and I began to dress 
een ine to see Nyarlathotep. The details are quite vivid— 
owed all else, As sees sere Ei ceoccibable teeter Gietnads 
through the night, al ees py itonet oF ico pled ding 
n. I fell in with them, afrai § affrightedly and bound in one direc- 
as » afraid yet eager to see and hear the great, the 
lathotep. After that the dream followed 

ee exactly, save that it did not go 
er I was drawn into the black yawn- 


4. TO REINHARDT KLEINER ~ 598 Angell ” 


9 Be 
December 14, 197% 


Venerated Viscount:— sits 
are—an actual phantas! ye been feeling 


tep is a nightm 
Ny Cet ad tten before I fully awaked. 1 hav' f from bed 
os 


. S in 5 ® 
the first paragraph ye assed without relie 8 abyss between th 
hole weeks have P Sine Vortex wi € snows, and whirl 
execrably of late—w ; ree houts with shadow, irled tempestuous! 
d for a long time ) Added f° y steady “10n for the sake 7 ae were men! I added the Ts 
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Saale BR Steen . SELECTED LETTER; 
only one automatic so eae ae eats tinging—but I had 
unparallelled fright: and before 1 ‘ah ae parca: the atmosphere of 
was scribbling desperately. Of what I was itt tig age light and 
and after a time I desisted and bathed m h | ie idea, 

bt y head. When full 
remembered all the incidents but had lost the exquis} y wae : 
fear—the actual sensation of the presence of the hi eS poe 
Looking at what I had written I was astonished i cout unknown, 
eeeerngs y its coherence, 
prises the first paragraph of the enclosed manuscript 

three words having been changed. I wish I could have ashi oe 
in the same subconscious state, for although I went on iniiodicnte A 
primal thrill was lost, and the terror had become a matter of conan 
artistic creation. .. . 

The other piece—Celephais—weaves together a large number of my 
recent dreams on a thread of pathos. It is the first non-horror story I 
have written since The White Ship. The remaining three are not of the 
fantastic but of the realistically gruesome type—the last, which I 
finished day before yesterday, being rather unique. I am wondering 
what Loveman will think of it. The title is The Picture in the House, 
and it hinges on a very old engraving by the brothers DeBry—Plate 
XII of Pigafetta’s Regnum Congo, printed in Frankfort in 1598. Please 
be sure to return the enclosed manuscripts—they are the original typed 
copies which will go to the publisher if I can find such a person. I sup- 
pose it is absurd for me to try to write, since there is no demand for 
my work, yet the pleasure is in the creation of the images, and I could 
not help scribbling if I wished. 

Yr. most Obt. Servt. 
L: Theobald Juat. 


Prof. Dr. Maritz Viuter Moli, 
University of Viskonsin, 
Milwaukee, Nova Germania. 


95: TO MAURICE W. MOE 


Hey, Mowsuss, ol’ Sport! 


Kidlet and I have discovered a poet as great 


Alfredus says h 


AG Loveman—indeed, 


erne f 
e's greater, and calls him the greatest living poet ° 
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tnia friend Clark Ashton Smith, 
aline sketches and water-colours I think we wrote you 
. he! js an American Baudelaire—master of ghoul- 
ae foot evet trod. I own both his published books, 
t ase his third this fall when it appears. . . . Here’s a typ- 


e to Loveman’s Califo 


THE REFUGE OF BEAUTY 
by Clark Ashton Smith 


From regions of the sun’s half-dreamt decay, 
the cruel rain strikes darkly down; 


All day 
And from the night thy fatal stars shall frown— 


Beauty, wilt thou abide this night and day? 
Roofless, at portals dark and desperate, 
Wilt thou a shelter unrefus’d implore, 

And, past the tomb’s too-hospitable door, 
Evade thy lover in eluding Hate? 


Alas, for what have I to offer thee? 

Chill halls of mind, dank rooms of memory, 

Where thou shalt dwell with woes and thoughts infirm; 
This rumor-throng’d citadel of sense. 
Trembling before some nameless imminence: 

And fellow-questship with the glutless Worl 


If in’ 
a aa poet poesy, I’m a damned liar! 
fee tees 
f Iknap, Alfredus, and I are amusing ourselves with a se- 


ties of m tual h 
Be oaxes—which we d, P 
lknap and ] concocted an ac © not take too seriously. Last month 


Maine, who count of 

’ had in bh: of an 125- 5 

Wrote the « sg his possession an undisco Bie old hermit from 
be prised ent > 04 although Kidlet di ee 


ak Ctibbed jt fon in an anal 


he at it was Writte 


Od yet he ha d 
ba this time. eae 
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SELECTED LETTERs 


TO ZARA 
By Edgar Allan Poe (?) 


Inscribed to Miss Sarah Longhurst—June 1829 


I look’d upon thee yesternight 
Beneath the drops of yellow light 
That fell from out a Poppy moon 
Like notes of some far opiate tune. 
I look’d and sigh’d, I knew not why, 
As when a condor flutters by, 
And thought the moonbeams on thy face 
Tim’d to seek thy resting-place. 
O Sacred spot! Memorial bow’r! 
Unsuited to the mocking hour 
When winds of myrrh from Tempé’s Cake 
Stir soft, yet stir thee not awake! 
Thy clear brow, Zara, rests so fair, 
I cannot think Death lingers there; 
Thy lip, as from thy blood, is red, 
Nor hints of ichors of the dead: 
Canst thou, whom love so late consum’d, 
Lie prey to worms—dissolv'd, entomb’d? 
And he, whose name suffus’d thy cheek 
With ecstasies thou couldst not speak; 
Will he in fancy hold thee ever 
Fair as thou art, decaying never, 
And dreaming, on thine eyelids press 
A tribute to thy loveliness? 
Or will his fancy rove beneath 
The carven urn and chisell’d wreath, 
Where still—so still—the shroud shall drape 
Grotesque, liquescent turns of shape? 
No, Zara, no! Such beauty reigns 
Immortal in immortal fanes; 
Radiant for ever, ever laden 
With beams of uncorrupted Aidenn, 
And naught that slumbers here tonight 
Can perish from a lover's sight. 


—— 


| 
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Where’er thy soul, whe’er thy clay 
May tise to hail another day, 
Thy second soul, thy beauty’s fame, 
The songs of passionate lutes shall claim; 
Pale, lovely ghost—so young, so fair, 
To flutter in sepulchral air— 
To flutter where the taper dies 
Amidst a mourner’s choking sighs! 


With every good wish, believe me, Sir, 
Yr. most obt. Servt. 
Theobaldus 


96. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 
Jany. 15, 1922 
Valued Bolingbroke:— 

I yesterday receiv’d the first number of Home Brew, and am doing as 
well as can be expected. Misery loves company, and I have at least 
some sorry consolation in the companionship of yourself and Morton 
amidst the arid waste of ochreous commercialism, Like the painted 


Snes seegng dactyls, the Muses have sold themselves for a 


Yr. most hble., most obt. Servt. 
L: Theobald, Junr. — 
: i} 


97. 3 
O FRANK BELKNAP LONG 


My dear Mr, Long: 

‘ Fr i | 

on s ky Silence you might well fan 
Hess, but such is hardly the 

sistent and Prostrat 


Feby. 8, 1922 


¥ that I had duplicated your or- 
literal truth. My afflictions have 


fn a serj 
er 

1€s of per : 

ing colds, a nervous tension ap- 


over th 3 ite, you may enj ; 
¢ enclosed translations by our scintillant feitsatimtieee pe at 
ue 


Loveman. (To be retur: i 
strikingly ae Tee eee a) In my opinion they are 
whose poverty, sufferings, genius, and divine aan : wee 
write a moving volume. He is today almost eae fe nee 
to sell some of his treasured books. includi le—has been forced 
ing back t : » including rare incunabulae extend- 
gb © 1482—yet will not accept the loan of a farthing. He is one 
step in advance of his beloved vagabonds and bohemians—for he has 
pride, honour, and character. A glorious pagan—and a Jew by tace. I 
plan to do what I can to immortalise him in the “Loveman Issue” of 
the United Amateur, which I shall send to sundry celebrities. . . . 

I never fry to write a story, but wait till a story as to be written. 
It was thus with Nyarlathotep and Randolph Carter, which I dreamed. 
When I set to work deliberately to fashion a tale, the result is cheap 
and flat. I think I told you of the series I am writing for Houtain'’s 
Home Brew. (All series are inartistic, since they involve tedious repeti- 
tions, and weak stretching out of the idea.) If you have received the 
opening number you will see what a miserable result I have achieved! 

I enclose two stories you have not previously seen. One is the long- 
promised Randolph Carter, and the other is my latest. Please return 
both. The “Carter” thing is an actual dream, with Loveman and myself 
as characters. He is “Warren” and I am “Carter”. I dreamed that we 
stood in a strange and terrible graveyard in a swamp, and that we bore 
s. Then we opened a grave—and the things told 0 
up transfixed with terror, and immediately 


December 1919. Randolph Carter is called 


peculiar instrument 
the story happened. I woke 


wrote the story. That was in 
by practically all amateurs my best story. Certainly, it has the mos 


; ich 
hideous suspense and surging terror of anything I have evolved. Erie 


ue 
It has horror—the horror of the grotesq 
Zann 1 wrote only recently. It has hor Tok ke ieee 


and visionary—but it does not “grip” 


16 
qED LETTERS 7 


Cc : 
sBLE a was though I have dreamt of steep streets like the Rue 
as 4 who. ¢, , 

d’ Auseil. 

Most sincerely yours, 
H. P. Lovecraft 
REINHARDT KLEINER 
98. TO Will’s Coffee-House 


March 12, 1722 


Cherish’d Bolingbroke :— 

Weta I have lately completed the fourth of the West tales, entituled 
The Scream of the Dead, and form’d a synopsis of the fifth, to be 
call’d The Horror from the Shadows. I shall be glad when the burthen 
of this hack labour is removed from my back.... 


Ever yr. I’dship’s most devoted, most faithful Servt: 
L: Theobald Junr. 


99. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Twickenham 
Benignant Bolingbroke: — Apt. 15, 1722 
Your conjectu : 
equal ta a Be somnolent pursuits was form’d with 
morning, on a coach accuracy. Having quit the metropolis Wesnesday 
eight, Twas wholt c leaving the Grand Central Tavern at half past 
ieee a sleep till we reach’d the Union Tavern in 
a few vague impressi f ide 
: hors ; pressions of wayside inns, and 
mainder oF Wed ee ES Stamford, in the Connecticut-Colony. The re- 
retit'd to bed, ice ) is hazy in my recollection, but at rx p. m. I 
at 10 p.m. Thos enjoy’d an unbroken sleep of 23 hours; ae 
COpe with Scay. After that I attempted with indi 2 as eee 
ac pted with indifferent success to 


letters, 5 packa 
8; ges, and 2 papers—and 
Bulletin which had aes during 


Tovidence; tho’ I 
0 changing have 


air; later ung, laps’ 
where | slept til] ae easly transferring 
€em some of Friday. Fri 


ne ; but the penetratin 
discover the sensitive artist beneath his 


particular advantage in the making of s 
honour of his company for a full day amidst the classical teliquiae of 
the Metropolitan Museum, where we cast aside the centuries and rey- 
ell’d in antique visions that bore us through the tombs of AEgyptus, 
the Academes of Hellas, and the Forum and Temples of ROMA. 
CAPVT. MVNDI. In such an artistick paradise the need for protective 
colouring departs, and one may exhibit his appreciation of beauty with- 
out fear of the ridicule of the vulgar and stupid. The underlying sensi: 
tiveness of our colleague was many times display’d during our see 
largely in connexion with apprehensions regarding the ae th a 
roduced upon others. He was at great pains to inquire how ie 
P i i d was a whole day miserable be: 
fulfill’d my expectations of him, an eh eae 
of the seeming indifference of young Long; wt Ee tee Tare 
most ardent regard and admiration for him. 74 
all things which sc 
keenly from sm ; 4 
uffers Mais ‘ad. He is not sufficiently a cynick, an 
enerality of mankind. on me, who 
Peta timid by stations whch Dave no 66 ee 
Pe nd things. It is this sen ae 
Sg sees gs es ag eetigien to adopt the disguise OF Oo 
‘ ic 
Escape COMME disguise which I am myse 
place demeanour—4 I do it not from sensitivenes 
asing degree, tho 
pt of pretence. --- 


cause 
er, entertain’d the 
| man undoubtedly s 


5 but from cynicism 


cre 
and contem 
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alle from the 


: t at Z S 
«ot I overdid no dil improve 
J thi 47.4 steadily 
n part, --a]_ condition 
hysica 
hae: fety, for P 
; blig’d, 
, h Ss most oO 

Yr I’ds eek obt. Servt, 

L: Theobald Jun. 
010 FRANK BELKNAP LONG 598 Angell St. 


Providence, RI. 
April 18, 1922 


My dear F. Belknap:— rat 
[had intended writing much sooner, but ene reaching home foun 
myself confronted with a peculiarly baffling combination of obsta- 
des—a fatigue and reaction making prolonged sleeping periods neces- 
sary, and a record-breaking stack of accumulated work partially symbol- 
ised by the contents of the mail-box; 22 letters, 5 packages, and 2 pa- 
pets! Only now am I beginning to pull myself together for a return to 


Soicaiee being the first epistle of any length which I have at- 
tempted, 


* x % * 


always sym’ : 

Mate Of ne y Pathise With illnes. 

but T have €s hysically T have se Ss, for ‘My life has been a pn; 

Me up fi 0 Ower of en u em, d to Improve from night- 

Tance—th, ; year t 
health oF aw ek, Tecent tr ~ ©O year, 
OMe day J Probably tao T have an ee Practically laid 
Sha! es a 

yall to live ise Sympathy f£ Ey Stine of 

* Pait of scales—7 n° Vigor: 


ts | loathe a fat 


ee eerrlc ere 
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man, yet seem Fie. ios: 

jeu to be developing into one with a 

om ace in that Brooklyn snap shot—the firs 
©t—positively sickens me! 


disconcerting 


t I have had sae idity) 


ince Sep. 


Most Sincerely yours 
HiePay ae 


IOI. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 


My dear F, B, L:— May 3, 1929 
Among amateurs the typewriter is a favourite instrument of ¢ 
pondence—and in the late lamented Gallomo circle it was absolaae 
essential, since each of the triad, Moe, Galpin, H. P. L., sent aie 
thing in duplicate to the other two; making carbon copies needful, ty: 
Speaking of circles, I like your idea of a new Long—Loveman-Galpin. 
Lovecraft inner citcle in amateurdom, and think I shall propose it to 
the sages of Cleveland and Madison. It would probably follow the gen- 
eral lines of the old Kleicomolo, which was not duplicated but passed 
around. Each time it reached a member of the quartette (finally en- 
larged to a quintette) he took out his old section and inserted a new 
one. Sections were sometimes very long—extending to 22 typed pages, 
single spacing! The original “gang” was KLEIner, COle, MOe, and 
LOvecraft. Ira A. Cole was a strange and brilliant character—an utterly 
illiterate ranchman and ex-cowboy of Western Kansas who possessed 
a streak of brilliant poetic genius. He was a sort of protegé of the more 
literate amateurs, and came to acquire a surprising amount of scholar- 
ship himself. His imagination was the most weitd and active I have 
ever seen in any human being. But in the end that very streak of ovet- 
developed imagination and emotionalism was his aesthetic undoing. 


Worked upon by a hectic 
religion” and became an a 
sect, He even reached the h 
voices spoke gospel messages throug 
not understand. He is a Pentecostal preach 
living in Boulder, Colorado. He is quite dea 
ism—but what a meteor he was in his heyday! You may 


and freakish ‘‘Pentecostal”’ revivalist, he “got 
bsolutely impossible fanatic in his 
allucination stage—he fancied strange 
h his tongue—in languages he did 
er and small farmer now, 
d to amateur journal- 
have seen bits 


eccentric 
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cork in the older amateur papers. Moe you may know—he is a 
of his w° at English teacher, but like Cole has recently lost some of 


roficie 


of . 
- fiterary int 


! erest in religious enthusiasm. His religion, however, is of 
id ‘d Pres 


byterian type. He is not erratic—but merely backward. 
on great scholar—a University of Wisconsin man, and a special- 
M ‘tic Janguagess he even knows Assyrian cuneiform writing!! 
+ in Sem an aesthetic genius like Cole. He has been an ideal 
and we all owe him a debt for discovering Galpin. Galpin 
.. HS. class 1916-18. In 1918 we admitted Galpin to the 
- molop but did not add a syllable of his name to our title, since 
Kleico ‘ rather fond of our millifluous polysyllable just as it was. 
we eS at time Cole dropped out and Kleiner's interest began to 
About so we soon had a brand new triangle, The Gallomo—GALpin, 
erect and MOe. This lasted uatil last fall, when Moe dropped 
out, He had often threatened to quit before on account of his pious 
horror of the combined paganism of his two colleqgues. So just now the 
United has no inner circle whatever. In my opinion it is time to found 
one, and I believe the ideal personnel would be you and Loveman as 
novices and Galpin and I as Kleicomolo veterans. It would be a lineal 
descendant of the old circle which Moe founded so long ago! In select- 
ing a name, one is struck with the preponderance of LO’s—LOng, 
LOveman, and LOvecraft! A good name, involving a reduplicated 
prefix, would the THE LOLOGALLO. I suggest that you broach the 
matter yourself to Loveman and Galpin. The requisites for enjoyable 
membership in such a circle—varied literary and philosophical inter- 
ests, agnosticism, discursiveness—seem to be possessed by all the poten- 
tial high contracting parties. Loveman may be rather briefer than the 
rest, but he will never fail to be intensely interesting. ... 
I am glad you have heard from Galpin, who mentioned receiving an 
mica ne and who says he likes you very much. He is a phe- 
ean aia a one rarely meets—a perfect cynic and sophisticated 
ee ut despite all that a genuine boy full of energy and en- 
hee - . ie os only a keen thinker, but provocative of thought—I 
PL ete need my own philosophical views more than any 
(Re eee ite Anyone who an elicit a flourishing correspondence 
indeed, for his letters are cultural stimuli. 


* *£ * &k * 


e eyes 
e uni- 


man is like the coral insect—designed to build vast, beautiful, mineral 
things for the moon to delight in after he is dead. And so to me the 
only poignant sensation in life is that of wonder, fascination, and ter- 
for at the unknown. My province is that dim realm where night clutch- 
es the worlds, and the things we know are shadowed by the infinity of 
things we can never know save in dreams. The Freudism of such deca- 
dents as Baudelaire mildly amuses me. It may be that eroticism indeed 
overshadows all human interests—at least, during the modern historical 
period—but I cannot help laughing at the claim of human interests to 
paramount notice when through illimitable gulfs of uncanny light and 
haunted darkness blow winds of ether to whose habitant winged fiends 
and genii the name of man—and even the name of organic life—is un- 
known. Decadents will argue, metaphysically, that human things must 
be supreme because we can perceive the universe only through nae 
eyes and with human brains. This contention, however, 1s oe 0 i 
on the assumption that art must be approached emotionally an a 
ly. without the exercise of abstract reasom as one of the factors 
suously, . tion. This assumption I emphatically dispute, 4s 
perception and appreciation. This Pp oe dogadec 1 et 
something altogether arbitrary and formalistically ; cae cule 
that no honest aesthetic canon can exclude that highest 0 
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e, ice-cold reason; which gives man his sole contact 
he put sae himself, and which must be superimposed upon 
a thing like imagination can be produced. 
emott is ie apex of fantastic art—there was in him a vast and 
4 Poe hich no imitator has been able to parallel. It is no won- 
cosmic vision % k was totally devoid of the sensual, because his domi- 
der that ns a outside the domain of human relations altogether. His 
A en of the atom in the presence of the infinite—the essen- 
was the ee, wonder of one who looks out upon the whirling, 
tially sme nd unfathomable abysses which engulf the entire world, yet 
poe ite sensually-minded are utterly unconscious. I have yet to 
of oe ili great as he was in the domain of the hideously imag- 
ete any trace of this terrible realisation of the mysteries beyond 
re sa I do find it in Dunsany, though in a much weaker form, and 
diluted with a certain shrewd self-consciousness which Poe sublimely 
Jacked. There may be something rather sophomoric in my intense and 
unalterable devotion to Poe; a devotion which has lasted for some 
twenty-five years without diminution; but I do not think it is so far 
amiss as the average ultra-modern would hasten to pronounce it. Poe 
was beyond anything this age can produce, and is so far America’s sole 
contribution to the general current of world literature. He is the father 
of most of the redeeming features of decadent literature, and differs 
from the actual decadents in that they have failed to comprehend the 
eee oc ultra-human point of view on which his unique crea- 
ions are based, . . . 
Many thanks for the words of comfo 


load of increasing avoitdupois! I have just had my last season’s summer 


suit altered to fit the new physique, and am about to waddle into a 


local emporium to obtain th i 
May e first new suit I shall have h i 
sad inflation, I wonder if the salesme PR EE Aas 


wretched today—had 
iladipees a ad my teeth atte: 


ewing stones. . . . Last 
Jones by Eugene O'Neill, Have bis 


ee O'Neill Strikes me 
ay—starkly tragic, and with 
ith every good wish, and h 


sBLECT 
ulti 
ith thing 

wi a before a 


tt which cheer me amidst my 


Yr. most hble. obt. & resp. Servt. 
H.P. 
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Io2, 
TO MRS. ANNE TILLERY RENSHAW 
Theobald B 
utcher-Sh 
May 3, 1922 a 


Dear Mrs. Renshaw :— 


April 6-12 I took the most exten : 
going for the first time to New =a PEE existence, 
muel Loveman. _. . We were guests of Mrs. Greene es eratis Sa- 
whose philanthropy went to the length of turning over her en ee 
to us and stopping with a neighbour herself. Loveman is aa Fe 
lightful—tefined, delicate, sensitive, and aesthetic; though he ie HF 
best to conceal his artistic predilections beneath a modest exterior of 
common-place good-fellowship. He read two 0 
pieces, and I cannot but pronounce him in my 
poet amat has ever produced. 
a delight I had hardly dare 

i ife will be complete! We were 


greatest 
little imp Galpin, and 
1 ity by all the local amateurs, 


erson was 
that delectable 


given the most agreeabie hospitality 
infinite pleasure in meeting that young wonder F ee 
Jr. who will be one of the literary giants of the next pees. een 
tion. Long 15 4 slight, dark, exceedingly handsome, and ue es 
ic lad of tw nty. We dined twic at his house—hit I at oe 
ligh ul—and in his company visited the historic For re 
cupied from 1844 to 1849 the one real pees See ue 
Edgar Allan Poe Kleiner and oh a Dnsenan ot 

‘«mpressive ° hich was the * je day Lv d 
eset een Manhatt Bridge. On nes : peat a cass 

fore itan Muse 5 
lee aroun Metropole 4 utterly ith the Graeco” 
peauty nd agreeing that ©e 
Se 
an age , most t. 

ae ; heobad jon 
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sELECTED 


Won ro MAUR w. MOE 
Thursday, May 18, 1922 


My dear Mo —_— 


J x, in resp 


On Apti onse to Mrs. Greene’s repeate d ind 
had hit N. Y. in quest o pet inducements, 


f a commercial situation. Findi i 
depressed that he almost went ee 
uaded him to wait at an hotel. April 3 Mrs 
and found the disconsolate one on her decree 
as it wet ded in slightly cheering him up, but not in nee 
ting him @ job; and by the next evening he was about to depart in ten- 
ebrous discouragement. Mrs. Greene had turned her entire flat over to 
him, stopping at a neighbour's herself, but not even that super-hospi- 
tality seemed likely to hold him. Then, since the bard had done me the 
undeserv'd honour of wishing I were there, Mrs. Greene called me up 
on the long-distance 4s an expedient for cheering her guest. You can 
delight at hearing at last the actual voice of the 

I had written com- 


e, She succee: 


ebrity at the 
! But Morton and 
ices; and he decid- 
ing of the 5th I was called up 
er forces and invited 
nk Belknap 


mendatory verses 
a great conversation, 
other end. He was resolved t 
Kleiner, with whom he was in touch, a 
ed to tarry “one more day’ 
by the assembled Loveman-Greene- 
to join them. The later presence of my kid protege Fra 
Long Jr. was promised, and Loveman said he wo 


on condition that I came. 
which finally turned the trick. I a 
following sunny morning caught th 
I spent the five-hour journey tea 
stations, New-London is a dingy little burg—@ Victorian relic NS 
Haven seems alert and metropolitan from ion angle. Ditto ee 

Bridgeport. Shortly before three p.m., the train ceache 
colossal Harlem River viaduct (Only by chance did I secute the unique 
D. C. express. Ordi- 


et Ci satiate the train was 4 Washington, >: 
ty N. Y. trains go by a tamer route and into the Grand Central St 


ccepted, 
e ten-six for 
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ee a I saw for the first time the Cyclopean outlines of Nee Rs 
ystical sight in the gold sun of late afternoon; a dr, ork, 
of faint 8tey, outlined against a sky of faint grey anak a ©am-thing 
ae so alike that one could hardly be sure that there vine He Me 
: i i that 
: ante towers and pinnacles were not the merest illusions 
The station was reached on time, and I was Supposed to be Aa 
Loveman and Mrs. Greene; but by some mishap in calculation hee. 
ception committee had become lost in the mazes of the vast terminal : 
waited a while, then made a scientific search which finally unea rahe 4 
Mrs. Greene. Loveman had returned to Brooklyn in discoura serie 
By means of subway and taxi, we beat Loveman to 259 P ale 
side—meeting him just as he ascended the steps... 0 
‘Brea His modesty is incredibly extreme—he has not even kept 
track of his own work, so that many magnificant early pieces ate 
probably lost beyond recovery. I made him recall some, and set one 
down. It was exquisite—I must induce Cook to publish a book of col. 
lected Loveman poetry. The sensitiveness of Loveman is painful—his 
nerves and emotions are highly organised. A kind word is balm to him, 
and a cruel work crushes him wholly. . . . laa 
Loveman read me his unfinished masterpieces, The Hermaphrodite 
and The Sphinx. . .. Loveman makes language a thing of music, line, 
colour—The Hermapbrodite is a frieze, and The Sphinx is a poiso- 
nous flower grown in Syrian marshes where the Orontes winds down to 
ea from Antioch. ' 
ae resume the history of the voyage—after a long Lovemanico- 
Theobaldian session, during which I read my latest hell-beater Hypa 
and received the flattering verdict that it's the best thing I ever a 
Mrs. Greene returned from town, whither she had gone unnoticed dut- 


i to 
ing the two-Love introductory whirl of words, and took both ae 


i i . Nothing as sensational as the 
dinner at a neighbouring tefectory. No 
ie orgy—just broiled chicken with modest concomitants be a 
not recall in Mocratic detail—but a neat and quietly taste ae 
surroundings of the same description. . . . 


bus—as far as it went—and feet, an 
ornery closed car of the vintage of about 1895, 
car except that it’s trolley was on the ules inste 


just like a small tow? 
ad of on top, unnin5 
at 


ing (pard 


I 
guvecteDe batten, 77 


to the Arernian caves much like the gripper of an antique 
in 4 sic down Broadway to the tall building section. The cloud-pier- 
cable-cat) ly present a sight fairly unique, but that was not what we 
cers certain cat pees bound for 206 and George Julian Houtain. His 
went for. cramped dump on the ninth floor of a building which the 
gfieetlty Woolworth tower quite dwarfs, but there was nothing 
negara se G. Julian’s laugh! Same old side-shaker! Loveman was 
gale irc because Mrs. Greene now hates Houtain and rather 
abit one fact that everyone else doesn’t—but Old Theobald wasted 
ee in worries, since a true cynick gives not a damn what anyone 


no Eke If Mrs. Greene objected, she had my permission to go to 
i and complain to the devil! Houtain would receive me as a guest at 
e 


28 Bedford even if Mrs. Greene should kick me out of 259 Park- 
af | No damn human being, however worthy and generous, can dic- 
a fe the Old Gent whom he shall associate with!! Houtain may be a 
rascal in a sort of Nietzschean way, but I should worry. As an unmo- 
ralist too languid and indolent to be unmoral myself, I have to have an 
unmoral friend to sustain my reputation for cynical viciousness—and 
Houtain is the most friendly bird out of gaol! Loveman, already de- 
pressed by the snappish remark of an old fool museum attendant, (who 
simply made an infernal ass of himself, and at whom Loveman should 
merely have laughed tolerantly!) was still further depressed by the at- 
mosphere of feudism radiating from Houtain’s accounts of his clashes 
with various amateurs; so after a time I took him out and cheered him 
up at a Childs beanery. We got back to Parkside safely, and Loveman 
heaved a sigh of relief when he found that Mrs. Greene could amicably 
survive the shock of learning that we had not only been to Houtain’s, 
but had made a dinner engagement at his house for the next evening. 


Now sound the clarions and awake the drums, 
For matchless Morton in his chariot comes! 


Just as we were about 0.75 through an excellent dinner prepared by 
Mme, Greene, good ol’ woollybean blew in to bear us off to a stupid 
miele on which his honest heart was set. It was at the home of an 
Saba of the United—one Adeline E. Leiser—and most of the 
about it ae including our benign hostess, were none too enthusiastic 

* because they had not been invited. It didn’t sound vety invit- 
On paronomasia) to Loveman and me, but we'd do damn near 


radical nonsense 
> Squandered i ifaus 
Causes, and alienated most of ‘ete ie tapi als unsou 
through his conscientious ad me spe) deste 
; vocacy of repellent id i = 
mount aesthetic desi Saas 1deas. His 
ida be tue ie Earp express himself poetically—is Pradtharaine 
shee catiiid font G eae, his ene skill he tragically realises 
atuous compla 
Now the years are creeping upon ae cate 2 a Bush or a Baldwin, 
Been dtased 5 , and he is not taken as serious} 
used to be. He is spoofed instead of combated—because h rat! 
ecome good-natured instead of fiery. His eccentrici tee 
antique rubb LI ipa derree see 
7 q er collars, round-domed felt hats, and pouches and pockets 
ull of handy paraphernalia, has become of that gentle, elderly sort 
which bespeaks the lovable “character”. He is poor and lonely, and is 
beginning to realise how the world has passed him by—he, James Fer- 
dinand Morton, Jr., Harvard A. B., A. M., grandson of S. F, Smith 
and descendant of those Mortons who were the greatest landed pro- 
prietors in the New-Towne of the Massachusetts-Bay Colonie; and for 
whom Morton-Street in Newton Centre was named. Blessed old duffer! 
he has become of late a believer in matrimony, and proposes about once 


a week to the ornate Mme. Greene—but alas, the fair are fickle, and 
y he does not make much 


now that he is getting stout and elder! 
what is probably the greatest 


impression. After giving Mme. Greene 
intellectual training she ever received, he is now regarded by her with 


an increasing impatience which she threatens to amplify to direct van- 
ishment. I resent such cavalier treatment of a pure Anglo-Saxon by a 


i ; it is only the common wa of all mankind—bah! . . 
foreigner; but it is only the y ee ane 


Saturday was sightseeing day—and who could ! 

than ours—good ol’ Klei? We met—Loveman-Theobald, Me 
£ the Woolworth Building, after the two Loves ha 

I picked up some 


and Klei, in front 0 see 
indulged in a tour of old bookstalls in Vesey-Strect. : ARS 


-i The assembled clan’s first move was : 
ae pe ON. ee It costs half a ducat per rube, is worth a 
man was dizzy, but yo sn’t—gaw' ae 
worked when I was ten 
ziness from altitu 
what not! But I digress. 


below, outsp 


and 
d knows how 


ur grandpa wa 
mold conquer my native tendency to 


years old to 
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lent job in making the place almost as good 


done an excel 
eae Hammond Atlas at home. 


planners k 
as the maP Utes nding, we set out for the . . . financial district. In the 
Houtain’s Home Brew on sale, and I picked up a copy 
q nonchalance and pointed out my name and work. ... 
came to the surface in Old 


or’n’ ever'thin’. .- - Then we 
e financial district and heart of the town in Dutch and 


_ . Now came the subway again—to Brooklyn... . 
dential district, which is the world’s only replica 
ra cent I’d have taken oath I was in Beacon- 
street with the Charles peeping betwixt the brick mansions. At Mon- 
tague St. we found an abandoned garden and broken flight of steps 
which set both the poets off mooning—you may hear the echoes in 
some amateur journal. But the big thing was Manhattan Bridge and 
the view of the New-York skyline there. obtained. Right there I sur- 
rendered to Klei about the beauties of his home town. Out of the 
waters it rose at twilight; cold, proud, and beautiful; an Eastern city 
of wonder whose brothers the mountains are. It was not like any 
city of earth, for above purple mists rose towers, spires, and pyramids 
es one may ah elie oe in opiate lands beyond the Oxus; 
owets, spires an ramids t i 
bloomed Aveeie on delicat . a eae st ou pee ae 
e; the bridges up which fairies walk 


sub. 
with sophi 
Reg Jar auth 
New-York—th 
early British days. - : 
We hit the old rest 
of Boston’s Back Bay. Fo 


sticate' 


Long, whose sid a ee es: ven 
Pastaobrone eu: Retine : 2k doubtless read (I believe you once 
hardly looks fifteen. He is dark and aren pay of teat ho 
most black hair and a delicate, beautiful feat sneer ae a 
lette. I think he likes the tiny collection of liphuieeahaeh : in 
side and five on the other—which may with assiduous arsione ay 
help to enhance his genuine resemblance to his chief idol—Ed : 
Allan Poe. . . . A scholar; a fantaisiste; a prose-poet; a fae 
and intelligent disciple of Poe, Baudelaire, and the French decadents. 
He is as modest as Loveman himself. . . . He attends N. P. Uni- 
versity, but is now out because of his convalescence from last winter's 
appendicitis operations. His life was despaired of, and he is still in 
bandages. He cannot walk swiftly yet, and has to retire each night at 


nine. 
At dinner—about one-thirty—were Loveman, Theobald, Long, 
Mme. Greene, and the latter's flapper offspring, yclept Elo 
pert, spoiled, and ultra-independent infant rather more hard-boiled o 
visage than her benignant mater. Trough-exercise was no sooner com- 
i le... - iad 

leted than a sizeable gang began to assemb: 
2 athe gathering, from which Mortonius had to be absent on a 
f a lecture dispersed at twilight; whereupoo Mme. Greene, W: Hee 
Pe for two consecutive seconds, piloted Loveman = ae 
return 
which we had already explored. pie oe 
the doorstep; 20! yi 
ing to 259, Jo-Saxon pride fe 
i i hau h . let the 
ity met with so iy Reece the 
belled! I took him under my ewan fe ‘due of the eveninb: 
foreigners shift for themselves sae Spee ms 
er (how these irds J wens all li 


‘-h included supp ” 
which inclu “White Way and fe a neither super 


uniq 
e truly 


to see the famed 
up. The illumination 1S 
impressive nor in any sens 
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whose home is far to 


les of Harlem; and the Se 
here the waiters hardly spe ng- 
re baled fo © es Grats Ge periaie shirt-fronts. Eating 
ae made of! Our hostess of 
ncoction probably closely akin to what she handed 
d of which I was able to partake only because I 
1 a matter of urbane evasion. 
rkside via subway—then more or less ob- 
ing Loveman to remain in N. Y. all 
did it. He saw that he could get no 
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and St. I lost my fellow 
vs oi the semi-African jung 


Anglo-Saxon, 


again—my “ 
dered 4 strawberry © 


ou at the Pfister—an 


but perfect team-work 


though Mme. Greene 


im—even unto the last moment. 
te to meet Klei on the Pub. Libe steps at six-thirty. 


this time, 
position, 
one for h 

We had a da 


dence had slums, and antique Bostonium as well; but damn me if I 
ever saw anything like the sprawling sty-atmosphere of N. Y.’s lower 
East Side. We walked—at my suggestion—in the middle of the street 
for contact with the heterogeneous sidewalk denizens, spilled out of 
bee bulging brick kennels as if by a spawning beyond the capacity of 

© places, was not by any means to be sought. At times, though, we 


struck peculiarly deserted 
areas—the: 5 Fee Ses : 
movements, no doubt, se swine have instinctive swarming 


knows what they are— 


We me, 
i tged 
Bri Be to Brook! On the Bowery, aan een 
€d to 


but it €fe w. 
es : Cros 
When Soft] that ire i city Skyline electric irri 
£2 pinnacles > Talty-like visio umined 
NM in the 
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of evening. Loveman an 
refused to show it. baba Haak sick neat dead with tramping, but 
Petaclsable peteohetisihaarete called me the most nonchalant ca ; I 
Mikes even eracnivetinaic ae whose cynical poise could aie 
to justify his flattery or die ecumealnen thunderbolt, so I resolved 
tramping about, only the local still pedicel a - How Kei stands such 
time we reached a homeward subway I was neh mere 
ahd elegy. y ready to write a joint two- 
uesday morning—last full day— 
Leesan en breate Ses tase oy : eae a pretty drowsy custom- 
to rest in the deserted flat whilst Loveman eee ise! peers 
about their respective Metropolitan affairs. I ‘had ee 
Loveman at the Pub. Libe at noon—but seit I ee mye 
nearly an hour late! We went to Long’s again foe Te eee 
ena mand of dietetic programme just as elaborate as the first spread. 
ey do that sort of thing right along—as would we all, no doubt, if 
we had the dough! I can recall traces of it in mine own housthold in 
extreme youth, ere chill penury had got in his most repressive work. 
We met Mme. Greene in front of her lid shop, and after a ceremo- 
nious farewell kid Long hiked for the northbound elevated. Too bad 
he wasn’t able to keep with us—but he has to be careful of his conva- 
lescent anatomy. When he is better, he and Mortonius will be great 
pals—Jim Ferd has a vast paternal admiration for his unusual qualities. 
Meanwhile he is getting more closely in touch with the United—Love- 
man, Galpin, and Theobald. Great Kid, we'll say! After the adieu the 
residual triad hik altitude on 49th St, 


where the lavish 
effort to buy the p 
their regular dinner, Italian style,— 
who could eat it al 


um? Chicken, spaghetti, 
remember. The order of courses had no relation to 

toms, and awd knows I didn’t try to ti 
eae Z ttend a performance, in the 49th St. Theatre, 
Muscovite melange of cleverly ht Piste 


broke away it was to a 
that rather well known 
Souris and managed 
English named HIH 


called the Chauve 
es and short : 
ent is Assyrian 


of your linguistick attainm 


I suppose it was 


neiform, 
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SE 
pelea balmy sort of mess in spots, but pretty damn 


Nikita Balieff. 
good at that. The star act was a company of ginks dressed up with in- 
imitable cleverness as wooden soldiers. Their musical drill was sure 
some knockout—it brought down the house. Take it from me—in a 
couple years ham companies "ll be tryin’ to put over that act in eve 
tank town on the small-time circuit! It’s a bird, and no mistake! When 
the show let out, darn the luck, it was raining again; but na all me 
aqueous wrath of the sky could dampen the spirits of the irrepressibl 
Mme. Greene—so she led the docile guests to a Russian notictent 
(east again—bah!) on thirty-something street. We trifled lightl A 
cake and coffee, and finally hit the Parkside trail. After yes y wi 
departure Loveman and I finished valise-packin, d ecGteene 
snatch a bit of rest before our simultaneous care DEpes to 
points on the morrow. He pa soMOpposite 
etiboy! gave me some books to remember him by— 
Wednesday we were up betimes i 
, and Mm 
Grand Central Station via the un seats ag by Mme. Greene to the 
so atistic as the Pennsylvania—or. a . It’s quite a dee-po, but not 
tion in Worcester. But it b 2 5 at matter, as the Union Sta- 
d : it beats by a mile anything i 
po My train left for the East at eight-thi Ag po Boston ge Prov 
N. AN eight-forty-five. Mine ee Serie treeenaay 
-¥.C, . R. Mme. G . X.N. H. S. H.; hi 
the time arrived for her to fae ee the twain a joint ere as 
ae and I discoursed in the a = P d work; and thereafter Love 
art i ner ss 
Patt in brotherly amity. . . . of a Greek and a Roman about 


Let’s hear from you, Old Top! 


M. LOLLIVS . PALICANV: : 


104, 7 
. (@) F 
RANK BELKNAP LONG 


M 
lak Frank Belknap A Home 
- y Pl 
lightful gee in Merrima June 9, 1922 


$i} tr ip I Cc, i 
ide, My Osts lately took ae Feviously mentioned was 
Were the fami ugh the ancient Nev Pereee Se 
mily of the United's Eee aeand country- 
istorian, Miss Littl 
e, 
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whose 150-year-old Colonial homestead—a vas : : 
by Littles and never going out of the aptisey= eile aaa built 
nating to the antiquarian. Some of it has been restored ah + rustle 
my archaic tastes they always assign me a room in the a mie 
part—where I sleep on a four-poster bed and under blankets ana 
in the eighteenth century. ... made 

On the last day of my sojourn I motored north with the Littles, who 
were going to their summer camp on Lake Winnepesaukee. They took 
me to the last point on the railway leading to Boston—Dover, N. H 
which marks the farthest north I ever was. I had my first sight of yond 
aestival state of Maine, though we did not enter it. Sie 

This ride was the crowning event of the journey—a trip baat 
through Time, extending 75 to 200 years, and plunging me into the 
heart of an ancient New-England which I had mourned as dead and 
buried. Words cannot convey the charms of the winding, hilly road; 
the placid pastoral panoramas at every turn; the magic glimpses of cool 
centuried farmhouses amidst old gardens and under venerable and gi- 
gantic trees. I saw old well-sweeps and ox-teams—and all these things 
not fragmentarily or decadently, as agrestic things seem in Southern 
New-England, but in fresh and pristine vigour as if nothing else in the 
world existed. Who could dream that 1800 was past, of that immi- 
grants infested our shores? The villages were enchanting—opium- 
dreams of delicate foilage and old white houses. Portsmouth is a city of 
the Georgian age—there is a glorious atavism to be derived from @ ride 
through its shady residence streets, all lined with mansions whose of- 
nate doorways and brass knockers bespeak the reign of His Most Gra- 
cious Majesty, King George the Second. fe 

At one point our ride lay sharply eastward, and as we ascended rn 
the vegetation became Jess luxuriant, Then stretches of see Avs 
peared, and birds flying on lofty pinions. An embankment nie 
ahead, over which we could finally look—and as that look coo el 
arose inwardly the old cry of Xenophon’s ten-thousand— aaa 
Thalatta!” For it was the sea, the broad, boundless, billowing ©” 
sea—sacred to our fathers’ sceptred Isle— 

S the silver sea 

fice of a wall. 


Which serves it in the o 


Or as a neat defensive to a house, i 
less happier lands.” 


Against the envy of 
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There was 4 lone southward-sailing ship, and far out the eye could 
discern the misty suggestion of the half-fabulous Isles of Shoals. 


barely é : : 
[ had not seen the ocean before for six years—the glimpses one gets 1n 


harbours are nothing. 
Like you, I am impressed with the futility of all effort—and the oily 


reason I ever read or write anything is that I would be still more miser- 
able if I didn’t. As it is, I am not nearly so active and studious as I was 
s youth—when I felt that it led somewhere. Nowadays I am active 
only in order to kill boredom—but that is something. The only legiti- 
mate artistic motive is to please oneself—to utter things because they 
have to be uttered, or because it is by uttering them that one may be 
most comfortable. Imagination is the great refuge. That is the theme of 
the weird Vathek-like novel Azathoth, on whose opening pages I have 
been experimenting. I planned it long ago, but only began work—or 
play—on it a few days ago. Probably I'll never finish it—possibly I'll 
never get even a chapter written—but it amuses me just now to pretend 
to myself that I’m going to write it... . 3 
MESH I may see Mrs. Greene later thi i i i 

several weeks at Magnolia, Assesciecerh Sane Cee 
Sunday if convenient. She is one of the most kindly a AICS 
sons in amateurdom, and is proving of great aid to the cause. . et 


Sincerely and grandpaternally yours, 
HP: 


105. Ti 
5: TO MRS. ANNE TILLERY RENSHAW 


598 Angell Street 
Providence, R.I 
M Male 
a Mts, Renshaw:— June 14, 1922 
avid V. Bush ; 
bland face hepa oy? Shot, pl 
» bal » Plump fellow of abo ‘ 
mensely good oiedaod very fair taste in attire 7a forty-five, with a 
bas to be in onan hundly, affable, winni ie Is actually an im- 
Order to induce ng, and smiling. Prob ably he 


: - His ke i st think 
statherin yNote is Reatty 800d-fellowship, and T eS aye d 
S “success-in-life” stuff is no joke so f. . 
o far as 
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ae fe concerned; for with his present “psychological” 
t, his Theobaldised books o chisvnewi fea 


f do 1 i 

. ggerel, and hi 

ee Mind Power Plus, he actually shovels in eo 

fy gratifying rate. Otherwise he’d never have a suite at ae “f 3 
Opley- 


Plaza. He welcomed Old G : 
mouth—and discoursed for a eae Rie apes 
cnet We displaying an intelligent eens ee mer 
would do credit to anyone under ten years of a Blinc 
most of all is that he does not ee tere’ oie omens is 
a former teacher, has corrected some of his original orthopei ee 
but from his verse one would never guess that he i opeic creations; 
- ; e is so well able to 
make himself understood in his native tongue. He is very ambitious 
Ch, dear, yes! With becoming modesty he announces his intention aE 
revolutionising the country with his new gospel of dynamic psychology; 
which has all the virtues of “New Thought” plus a saving vagueness 
which prevents its absurdity from being exposed before the credulous 
public amongst whom his missionary labours lie. He means well, and 
undoubtedly believes much of what he preaches. I think I have before 
mentioned that David started life as a poor farmer’s boy—his father 
could neither read nor write till after his marriage—coming to Phila- 
delphia when six years old, and thereafter almost ruining his health 
selling loads of papers too heavy for him to catry, and lacking even 4 
bed to sleep on. In school he was taunted as backward (they must have 
seen his verse!), and in later life he was buffeted from ae to 
post—successively as a trick cyclist in a circus, a ten-twenty- unt 
“ham” actor, 2 “Shakespearian interpreter’ on 
“success” orator, 2 clergyman, an 


n do is to fascinate peop 
fella eae F 1 orator—of that there is no doub 


actor, and 4: \ 
aesthetic crimes are due to a blin i 
a public ass of himself when other: 
figure through their know! 

i blind to the inferiority 
writings. He knows hes 
trifling matter of reclaiming th 
Dave's prime ambition is to be a grea 
he used to be, but the regular M: 
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“gmbition’’s though Dave wouldn’t call it that, since he thinks he’s it 
already! 10 fact, he questioned me very interestedly about the modern 
‘American stage (whereof his ignorance 1s perfect) in an effort to ascef- 
tain whether there is any outstanding dramatist capable of writing a 
play to order which may suit his exacting requirements. He wants 4 
starring vehicle for himself, in which the extremes of comedy are com- 
bined with the extremes of tragedy—in short, he wants to play Hamlet 
and the Grave-digger all at once in the same play—and the play must 
have a conclusion which drives home the truth of the psychology Dave 
preached. I do not wonder that his search must be exhaustive—so 
mighty a patagon of mixed artistic and didactic dramaturgy do his re- 
quirements demand! When he asked me very pressingly for the name 
of America’s greatest dramatist, I humbly spoke a good word for that 
promising young person Eugene O’Neill—whose Emperor Jones, it 
developed, Davy had already seen without witting the author thereof 

When told him that "Gene is James O’Neills’s son, his face lighted 
eee t in soorth, the old boy was not unknown to the 

ing David in days agone. And when I had finished, D 
out his inevitable ‘ » Dave hauled 
deen te oe ae and took down O’Neill’s name and ad- 
py intention of writing him very soon anent the 


job of maki i i w € 
ae ng a nice tragic-comedy, with suitable moral, to order 
5 : 
Back in Boston 


slept at the Bru . 
an nswick, ; 
day “did” the art seat of last year’s convention, and on the next 


Nothing as experience Th 
compare “nce. Though Bush sai : 
Sure Was some a oe his shouting said the house was 
a 


though 
{ Bus &—or 4 t is a w 

a si on 
ie burned to d s heaps of ie eee how wonderful ceria 
® to his po €ath because h otes—one about a thing 
Way seryicae we Ain’ Wife Ap. oudnt get a gentleman who 

uch appl attacked the local 
tram- 


ause. J g 
Pplauded, too, having that 
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day ridden in a crazy combination of the vintage of 1880—a couple of 
broken-down horse-cars spliced together and mounted on the wheels of 
some kid’s discarded velocipede—or something like that. But the real 
gem—a gem because it had no connection with the lecture—was 
Davy’s very tragic protrayal of John B. Gough’s delirium tremens. This 
sure was a bird of an act—he had a red and green spotlight alternat- 
ing, and made faces and clawed the air in fine style as he scteamingly 
struggled with the pink snakes and other friendly beasties. If I were 
putting on a show I'd be tempted to hire Dave as a Roman mob or 
something like that—But no doubt Gene O’Neill will get ahead of me 
by furnishing that starring vehicle. The ordeal was over about ten-thir- 
chuckled to see the victims pause at a table in the foyer and 
good money for bum verses I had tinkered up in past 
were books, wall-cards, and all that sort of thing; and not 
one bally stanza whose final form didn’t come from Grandpa Theo- 
bald’s labouring pen. If Bush can sell the stuff like that, Morton and I 
will have to boost our rates! This jamboree, I may mention, was held 
at Convention Hall on St. Botolph St.—but stay! T’ll chuck a circular 
in this letter. That will give you a recent mug of Davy—though in 
truth he doesn’t look quite so bad as all that. After the show Dave 
wante to dine with me at a cafe but I had to beat it for the train, 
hence bade a cordial good-bye. After all, he’s a harmless, likeable chap, 


and I fancy it will be a bit less impossible to do his work in future, He 
enjoys life—as do all who ate spared the curse of intelligence. 


ty, and I 
plank down 
years. There 


Yr. most obt. Servt., 
L: Theobald Jun. 


Providence-Plantations 
17th June, 1722 


106, TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Benevolent Bolingbroke:— 


i ‘. balanc’d by 
Your sorrow at the completio es, 15 


frightful, the pay 


n of my sinister stort 


mine own delight at the same eras bonne vata viaag 
ef y 
a myth after the second cheque, 4n caper ets ey 


art. If I merit your encomium 4 


authentick 
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ducts that you must have bas’d it, Hereafter 
“11 reprint my older and better fables from the amateur 
Home Brew cath cost a much superior sort of writing—tho’ a 

ea d to the Mohocks and pretty fellows who no doubt 


suite . Bek 
OP eiesd of Sir George’s takish p fee 
e 


i £0! 
n less commercial P 
0 


Believe me, Sir, yr. most hble. Obt. Servt. 
L: Theobald Jun. 


URICE W. MOE 


TO MA : 
107: Providence, R.I. 


June 21, 1922 


My deat Mo:— 

Your new friend Mme. Greene is livening up the social programme 
hereabouts. She is representing her firm at Magnolia, Mass., an ultra- 
fashionable watering-place on the coast near Gloucester, an hour’s ride 
northeast from Boston; and Sunday she blew into Providentia for 
the afternoon and evening. For friendliness and generosity she sure 
beats hell—she is so stuck on my younger aunt Mrs, Gamwell, that she’s 
trying to get her to come to N. Y. and permanently share her abode! 
And strange to say, my aunt likes her immensely despite a racial and 
social chasm which she doesn’t often bridge. Gawd! Even the dowagers 
are getting democratic in these decadent days! But damme if Mme. 
ee ain't a Bood sort, after all. She is trying to get the whole bally 
amily to visit her in Magnolia, and failing to do that, is insisting that 
the old gent accept an invitation f inni 

P vitation for a week or two beginning July 

Ist... . Last Sunday Mme. G i i 

y Mme. Greene hit Providence at one-forty-five 

My younger aunt and I ‘ 

were at the dee-po to meet her, but sh 
missed us and went on a wild-go chase i i ‘ 
aod back! When ahe se ats Z ose~< ase in a taxi up to the house 
Crown Hotel for =e ( a y id heave in sight, my aunt took her to the 
er by oaibgheee rt re y bad as Kleiner!) and put one over on 
to the house, a ae erself ! Thereafter occurred a triangular walk 
th thtee females ae see oh quadrangular discussion in which 
ts now and then for an ela : A rom literature that Grandpa dropped 
und nine p. m., and acs a, nap, more eats (gawdelpus!) 
Y 4 walk back to the deep-o with Grandpa 
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as the sole local guide. This jaunt terminated in a watery pray 
day was dubious, and Mme. Greene had a borrowed aAbRIE hie 
helf way down town the overhead sprinklers started, and sail jut 
hoisted. I had no sunshade of me own, for I hate such devices lik, fe 
devil. All would have been well had the one existing cobteaptigan e 
of sturdy timber—but! Just at the foot of the hill—some five s ee 
from the dee-po—the celestial nimbi began to unload their scuesd 
cargo in earnest, and the damn portable Pantheon-dome dissolved into 
its constituent molecules like Ol’ Doc Holmes’ uni-equine vehicle; the 
umbrellian debris was cast into the nearest convenient gutter! Without 
being totally dissolved, the navigators finally reached port ten or fifteen 
minutes before train-time; and the only way I could stop Mme. Greene 
from hiring a taxi to cart my remains home for identification was to 
point out that not all the streams of Pater Oceanus could make me wet- 
ter than I was! My 1921 straw hat and 1918 summer suit sure were ob- 
jects which Triton would have delighted to drape with fraternal sea- 
weed. Mme. Greene had a wonderfully opportune cloak—but as for her 
hat—it’s damn lucky she’s in the millinery business! That lid’ll never 
unfold its flowers to the summer sun again. And as I left the station on 
me ’omeward way—behold! The bally rain, having done its worst, had 
stopped! Mme. Greene sure had some visit—begining with a false- 
alarm taxi ride and ending with a flood. ... 
Let’s hear from ya, kid! 
Yr. obt. THEOBALDVS. 


108. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK 9231 Birchdale Ave. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


Aug. 4, 1922 


My dear Aunt Lillian:-— 
Saturday, at six-thicty p.™., I boa a 
e Grand Central, and was soon whirling up 


i d Catskills. : ape 
dent dee anes y and inexperienced in sleeping 


“Lake Shore 
the Hudson 


Limited” at th 
amidst the resplen 
I had expected to seem 14 


TERS sé 
berth, and knew nothing of the tech- 
cedure—I I does Conbineloe of guess-work, deduction, and 
but by *) ed to “get by” without drawing the least bit of no- 
ion I mane I dressed and undressed in my berth—some feat! 
ee risingly well, I awaked in Pennsylvania and set- 
to await ie momentous Clevelandic arrival. The train was 
Na ~ half hours Jate, but at ten-thirty (or I should say, nine- 
one and ocigeelial does not use daylight time) the suburban ro5th 
thirty, since as reached. Meanwhile I had been intensely interested in 
St. acl Ohio landscape from the window. It is quite unlike—and 
watching ee a el having vast level stretches, sparser vegeta- 
eed iage, and different styles of architecture. (Flatter roofs, 
tion gor villa ae are insufferably dismal—like Main St. They have no 
ox features, and totally lack the mellow charm and scenery which 
make New-England villages so delightful. I was glad that my destina- 
tion was a large city! 

At ten-thirty I alighted from the train, and immediately perceived a 
lank, altitudinous, hatless form loping cordially toward me. Mutual 
recognition? I'll say so! The Kid is exactly like those recent Madison 
pictures, and he says I am exactly like my own snapshots. Some meet- 
ing! I exclaimed spontaneously —“So this is my Son Alfredus!”’ And 
he responded, “It sure is!’” We shook hands till paralysis threatened to 
set in, and then began to talk an incessant stream. Are we congenial ? 
I'll tell the world! The Kid is utterly delightful—exactly the same as 
he is on paper, and as fascinating a companion as Harold Munroe into 
the bargain. We have not been out of each other’s sight a second since 
ee ace when Sleeping, and it will certainly be a melancholy 
ve Narge “ks gee a au revoir on the fifteenth at midnight. At 
chat? ais ee 3 a ie: to join his father in a sail around the 
irae Be ee ae fo) ew-York. After our ecstacy of greetings, 
we Lave nee na Bee and inexpensive lunch counter. (Where 
blessed child insisted Be al ea ee oe eee rane eae 
ments, but on carrying th a y on Paying for his Grandpa's refresh- 
boy! Subsequent! ae iol serl ies . heavy valise as well. Some 
dale—which is just sul nopeenes to our joint hangout—9231 Birch- 
neighbourhood is very a ze fe ence, Voveman's house! The 

r oa ae eee aris Is asant. My room is 
n’s. We rise about noon, eat 
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cat pro 
nique— 
observation 
tice to. my 48" 

Having rested $ 


diagonally actoss a hall fr 
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se e day, and retire after midnight—a routine fo ie. 
Lene normalcy and Theobaldism. This is 
ie ae a not in school. After Saturday Alfredus and I w; 
tee ts: of the house—the family is going away for a w 7 s 
; e - in undisturbed Possession. Probably we shall sing Mak a 
2 adh content—and dance clog dances in the parlour if sue 2 

zs ut we shan’t break any windows or spit tobacco on ie nee 
Heigho—but this is the life! ie 

After settling down at 

9231, we proceeded around the 

Loveman’s house—The Lonore Apartments—which is an peat: 
place. S. L. was on hand, looking ten years younger and ten times more 


ming a sort of 
A. G.’s Ordinary 


cheerful than last April, and full of flattering compliments for the Old 


Gentleman. His mother, a kindly and excellent person, and his genial 
brother—with the automobile— were on hand, and presently took us 
for a ride of sightseeing. Loveman’s room is a veritable museum—filled 
with antiques and books of rare vintage. His devotion to all the arts is 
well attested by a profusion of art books and an unrivalled collection of 
classical records for the phonograph. Before he and Alfredus are 
through with me, I shall probably be half-civilised—they feed me large 
doses of art, music, and literature. .. - Sunday evening we met the rare 


book dealer George Kirk—a friend of Loveman’s—and the quartette 


of us explored the excellent Cleveland Art Museum in Wade Park. 


Monday morning 
room—looking at tare 
records. We saw the hi 


ton Smith—grotesque, unutt 
Just as samples, 
(send them in the enclosed envs 
ing more ghoulis 


and hearing phonograph 


deous drawings of Loveman’s friend Clark Ash- 
erable things,—and I took some over here 
I will enclose a few—whid 
nvelope, which 1s 
hh? Smith is 4 


books and pictures, 


h). Did you ever see anyth 
e in the aspect of 
d thinner, was 


ald! That I had become sannees ee Moved bf 


Grandfather Theo ! 
cted—but who could have ¢ ae companion" 


ly to be expe 
the oppressive heat, and by the constant and Pate sede 
ship of youth, I proceeded to imitate my grandson } 
3 kind with 


tails: 
(a) I left 


off my vest and bought a belt—4 fine new 


Alfredus and I loafed around Loveman’s | 
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my initial on the buck 
an circumference. 
(b) I bought some 
them continuously. 
(c) 1 commence 


formal occasions. 


le; which has no perforations, but adjusts to 
some collars (yes, really!) and have worn 


d going Aatless like A. G.—using a hat only on 


Can you picture me vestless, hatless, soft-collared, and belted, ambling 
about with a boy of twenty, 


as if I were no older? I will have Alfredus 
take a snap shot to prove it! One can be free and easy in a provincial 
city—when I hit New York again I shall resume the solemn manner 
and sedate vestments befitting my advanced years, but for the present 
I have cast aside the eleven years which separate me from His Imperial 
Kidship! The face is doing finely, and I am altogether free from 
melancholy—positively cheerful, in fact. What I need in order to be 
cheerful is the constant company of youthful and congenial literary 


persons, 


With every good wish, I have the honour i 
: to sub 
Yr. most aff: nephew and obt. Servt. scribe myself 
H. P. L. 


I 
09. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH 


Ki Cleveland, Ohio 
y deat Mr. Smith: — August 12, 1922 
t you will pardon the libe 


I trus 
Writing you, fi 
afoused in ie or I cannot refer 
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press my enthusiastic admiration. What a world of opiate phantasy & 
horror is here unveiled, & what an unique power & perspective must 
lie behind it! I speak with especial sincerity & enthusiasm, because my 
own especial tastes centre almost wholly around the grotesque & the 
arabesque. I have tried to write short stories & sketches affording 
glimpses into the unknown abysses of terror which leer beyond the 
boundaries of the known, but have never succeeded in evoking even a 
fraction of the stark hideousness conveyed by any one of your ghoulish- 
ly potent designs. 

I should deem it a great honour to hear from you if you have the lei- 
sure & inclination to address an obscurity, & to learn where I may be- 
hold other poems by the hand which created such works of art as Nero, 
The Star-Treader, & the exquisite sonnets which companion them. 
That I have not work of even approximately equal genius to exhibit in 
reciprocation, is the fault of my mediocre ability & not of my inclina- 
tion. 

Apologising for this intrusion upon your time, & again expressing 
the appreciation which every renewed glimpse of your work increases, I 
beg the honour to remain 


Yr most obedient Servt. 
HPLovecraft 


IIO. TO MRS. F, C. CLARK 


259 Parkside Avenue 

Brooklyn, New York 

August 31, 1922 
My dear Aunt Lillian:— gus 


I hope you received the apple pie which Mrs. Greene sent you. It is 
of her especial original brand, which undoubtedly eclipses any other I 
have encountered. I mailed it myself at the Flatbush Post Office, Tues 
day morning, and was told it would reach you the next day. 

Sept. 1, 1922. 

At the above point I had to drop my pen in order to keep my ¢™ 
gagement with Kid Long. We had a great time—'doing” the Fine 
Arts Museum in greater detail than Loveman and I could follow !ast 
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YouncGc ALFRED GALPIN 
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aught in such a beastly thunder-storm that we had 
tting © 


i e Longs are all splendid—their 

a = be Ee aes a they dine out at an ex- 
beeing St. George, on Broadway. Each meal-time they 
é ahs fen and likewise insist on paying all ex- 
insist on MY bette I never knew the world held so many generous 
es ces my travels! I am trying to show my appreciation 
| iat with a book which he wanted very ares 
ef ara It is hard to get nowadays, but Mrs. Greene knows nC 
ford Lares: well, and assisted me in securing a small and inexpen- 
moe tithe artistic copy through E. P. Dutton Co. I shall mail 
Hed rip little Belknap at Atlantic City—he will go into ecstasies 


i srg ge yet it is a cheap return for all the lavish hospitality his 
over it. 


Aptil, and ge 
to take a taxi 
house is upset 


Cele till Is 


i hown me... . 
ale Special! The postman just arrived with the latest bunch of 


il, an ess who that Auburn, Cal. letter was from? 
oman ere Sane the author of The Star Treader, Odes and 
Sonnets, The Hasheesh-Eater, etc., and the artist who drew the pee 
terably hideous pictures I sent you! I had written him at Loveman’s 
suggestion, but never thought he would answer. He’s a good fel- 
low—he has seen one of my stories (Beyond the Wall of Sleep, which 
Loveman sent him), praises it effusively, and wants to see more. I shall 
accommodate him, you can bet! Did I tell you—or A. E. P. G.—that I 
have both of his already published works? Galpin (generous little 
divvle!) pave me The Star-Treader, whilst George Kirk (benevolent 
soul!) gave me Odes and Sonnets (deluxe edition, price $6.00) out of 
his regular stock, As you know, Kirk is a bookseller ... Smith is a 


genius, As a poet he is on a par with Loveman, and as an artist he is 
alone in his field, . 


Yr. aff. nephew and obt. Servt— 
H. P. L. 
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I 
II. To MRS. F. ¢, CLARK 


259 Parkside Ave 


Brookl 
; . ya, N.Y, 
y dear Aunt Lillian:— apes 
eectres te Toda i 
y Morton is busy, and Kid Long and I intend 
nd to 


spend the whole af 
tern ; 
NGF Hee ge exploring old bookshops in soth 
Bellnas Geen guard my purse in the face of east 
elknap is going to take al of such temptation! 
: along a suitcase full of old aa 
wishes to get rid of either by sale or by trad old books which he 
bargain, I may try the same thing wi y trade. If he can strike a good 
th “ gs with some of the superflu . . 
e attic—though Providence shops have not such eal ly kein 
books to trade in return. 59th Street i fete ned ct 
avers ani - 59 feet is surely the centre of the book- 
ibe: ec sen tae who can walk along it between Lexington and 
ene nues without spending money is a hero and deserves a 
In my last letter I told you about the fake Poe “poem” which I wrote 
as part of the hoax for Galpinius prepared by Belknap and me. The 
result was more than we ever expected, for although of course Alfredus 
did not believe Poe wrote the piece, he praised it to the skies as a work 
to an analysis of its “good 


of art, and devoted a long paragraph 
” “tranquil beauty”, etc. etc. He fancied we had copied it from 


points’, | 
the obscure works of some standard poet—probably Arthur O’Shaugh- 
nessy—a vast joke considering the fact that it was thrown together 
spoofingly in fifteen minutes’ time by one whom Galpin deems a 
thing but a poet! We are stringing the kid along a while—giving ©! 
the impression that Belknap wrote it. 
Positively, I never Saw 8’ versal 
which I have struck during this trip! 
arture even alluded to, 


profound 
Mrs. Greene 


ming to N. 
see eee to be. as slow 


Jephone 
ne over the te 
Bie sner—pless my Soul 
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t written, asking me to meet him if 
‘ctor Hotel, 37th Street and 5th Av- 
apt, 23 ¢ eek from today) 1922? None other 
ell, the Florida Scotchman who in 1913 conducted 
y with me which led to my discovering amateur 


TED pETT® 5 


nient 10 

ue, saturday, Sept 

ents us: 

thao 2 J one ers 
rgasy OP peas 


S 


Yr. aff: Nephew and obt. Servt. 
H. P. L. 


Sept. 27, 1922 


ARK ASHTON SMITH 
598 Angell St. 


112. T0 CL 


Mr. Smith:— 


ess to say that I 
er, & that 


My deat 
It is need] 
my unsolicited lett 


thus noticing an ©! 
Please do not deem my 


was vastly pleased to receive your reply to 
I appreciate very much your courtesy in 
bscure companion in the realms of the macabre. 
praise of your work excessive, but believe me 
when I repeat that every line is of the most poignant & singular power. 
since I wrote my former letter I have re-read both your books (which I 
ch time deriving a new thrill of mixed admira- 


possess) many times; ea 
tion & aesthetic gratification. I do not believe I either flatter or exag- 


gerate when I say that such things as Memnon at Midnight, Exotique, 
Nero, Shadow of Nightmare, White Death, Ode to the Abyss, &c.—to 
mention only a few—are authentic American classics, surpassed by 
ane in our contemporaty literature & equalled by little. The unique 
ee es with which you see the universe have that inimita- 
oa ty selective power which make genius. . . . 
every kind of appreciation & admiration, believe me! 


Most sincerely yrs 
HPLovecraft 
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113. TO MRS, F. C. CLARK 


259 Patkside Ay 
enue 
Brooklyn, New York 


My Dear Aunt Lillian:— Sept. 29, ro22 


A 
aan ie my recent programme—I believe the last chronicle lef 
2 yy ept. 16, with a hasty exterior P. S. telling of the ee) ofS 
ip with Kleiner, Belknap, and Morton. That evening Kiciier 
and | 


investigated the principal antiquity of this section—the old Dutch R 
e- 


eine Church—and were well repaid for our quest. 
round the oil pile is a hoary churchyard, with interments dana f: e 
about 1730 to the middle of the nineteenth century. Nearly ail th 


stones bear _inscriptions and epitaphs in the Dutch lan. 
guage—beginning with the characteristic “Hier lygen”, which analogy 
makes quite easily recognisable to the devotee of English graveyards. 
Up to about 1815 of 1820 the Dutch tongue predominates. 
_. From one of the crumbling gravestones—dated 1747—I chipped 
ece to carry away. It lies before me as I write—and ought 
ome sort of a horror-story. I must some night place it beneath 
my pillow as I sleep . . - who can say what thing might not come out 
of the centuried earth to exact vengeance for his descrated tomb? And 
should it come, who can say what it might not resemble? At midnight, 
in many antique burying-grounds, shadows steal terribly about; shad- 
ows in periwigs and three-cornered hats, and tattered, mouldy knee- 
breeches that flap about crumbling bones. They have no voices, but 
sometimes do hideous deeds silently. 

Later we sat on 4 bench and discussec ” 
Belknap thought he might eh iy ‘et while. I revised s 

‘ob then and there—ane © ap 

ne i nerve-racking business it was. He said Foe 
do it—and that even if he could, he was sute day—he is 20W 
a very welcome Bush y 
the former highes' 


a small pi 
to suggest s 


ed Bush work, which 
ome from 4 


Gere: 2 Ore 
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I now get $1.00 per 8 lines—vety con- 
town, I can assure you! In the 
The Serpent's Tooth at the Lit- 


D LETTERS 
ossible myself. 
do 4 a ar) traveller egies Ge. bis 
jen went to S 
aig £5. Cam was cather good,—epigrammatic and smart— 
re 0 cate d quality was marred by an incongruous strain of 
ong tn Fentimentalism and bourgeois psychology. I will enclose 
1 

Jknap’s again—sometimes I fear I impose 
being with them at dinner practically every day, but 
on the Longs violently that 1 don’t impose, that I cannot but believe 
they poe ee hospitality is of the first order—New-York eclipses 
them! ae ; in the spontaneous cordiality and generosity of its inhab- 
all ae ee guch inhabitants as I have encountered. I thought the 
itants—4 p ae flattering, but the Gothamites are more complimentary 
Be aie I thought I had another engagement (with Rus- 
still x , after all!) but later found I hadn't, and tele- 
a Belknap that I see him; Mrs. Long said his face 
positively lighted up with pleasure when he heard the news of my 
coming. My head sure will get turned! ..... Then I took the Kid 
down to the Vesey-St. bookshop section, which he had never before 
seen. This is where Loveman and I secured our bargains last April. 
Belknap, having sharper eyes than his old Grandpa, picked up a book 
which I would have given much to have seen first—Tales of Mystery, 
composed of extracts from the most celebrated horror novelists of the 
eighteenth century—Walpole, Mrs. Radcliffe, Lewis, etc. He will later 

lend his prize to me—just as I am lending him my own PLIZeS.. -na. 
Buon: «<A at started on a tour of exploration of lower 
a a ae e Woolworth Building—an experience new to 
aadesaaitrs oat eae impressions along the waterfront. In the 
ear. me ee are on sale, and I could not resist 
dimes—no doubt Se ea : he ool of ei eS bes 
tencentstores) for eee ive of the Woolworth fortune, made in 
aR cean, ee mete and one of the Statue of Liberty 
Penis ime- ank will teach me thrift in my old age 
after Gloucester—there put anything in it! The waterfront was tame 
othes” instead of the an picturesque. They dress in cheap 
peajackets, bandannas, and sashes of ma- 


e day when 


didn’t show uP. 
was coming to 


Seemed 
“Store cl 


' : Most sinj. 
Organising a Pitate expedition Sig 
€ 


ecimens we Saw Werte not 
Opinion, a good 


H) in my 
five cents! Klein 


at sixty. 


times makes exceptionally artistic hats he 
the establishment. Good profit—just no 
couple whose raw material cost only $20. 
which isn’t in the least repulsive . . 
Bush work! . . . 


Monday... yes, you guessed it! Up at Belknap’s again! ] know 
the upper Broadway and Riverside Drive section as well as Brook- 
lyn—and it’s some section, too. This time we organised another book- 
stall raid—on the hitherto unvisited 4th Ave. district. And oh, boy! 
what luck I had! For only two plunks I grabbed a black-letter Ovid, 
printed in 1567, when Bill Shakespeare was a three-year-old toddling 
around his father’s house in Stratford! It is the oldest book I have ever 
owned.... 

Wednesday we formed a trio—that now indissoluble triumvirate of 
Belknapius, Mortonius, and Theobaldus. Dinner at Belknap’s, then an 
expedition to the scenes and impressions of the past—the northwest 
corner of Manhattan Island where, only twelve miles from the teeming 
region of skyscrapers, still remains the last scrap of genuine countryside 
in the world’s most populous borough. . . . 


; Work of 
w she’s getting $60.00 for a 


00. Forty simoleons for labour 
- apparently millinery work beats 


i d obt. 
I have ye honour to subscribe myself as Yr. most aff. nephew an a, : 


H, P. L. 
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MITH 
CLARK ASHTON $ 598 Angell St. 


14. TO 
November 12, 1922 


Deat Mr. St : W est—Reanimator, 
Josed published series, Herbert West— eanimator, 

The enc +t work—stuff done to order for a vulgar magazine, 
at herd’s level. This is a good way to pick up an 
, ee am about to start another hell-raiser for it, 
peta Fear. Having noticed that you sell your draw- 

entitled The d to give the editor your name & address—since he 
I venture s for the thing. If you & he can strike an acceptable 
he you the story when written & suggest what scenes 
bargain, Ake themselves to illustration—though on second thought 
ae = could decide this better than I. One need not be ashamed to 

an 


+e or draw for such magazines—Poe & Bierce, I believe, used to 
wil 3 
write for any old thing. 


odd dollar now 


wants 


Most sincerely yours, 
HPLovecraft 


115. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH 
598 Angell St. 


Dec, 2, 1922 
Dear Mr. Smith:— 


I decided to wait till the whole story (The Lurking Fear) was done 
ace you anything, since it would hardly be fair to ask you to 
oe ay i have the whole atmosphere & scene to base your con- 
are e we had a better story to offer—this one is frightfully 

sass eae because of Houtain’s demand that each section 
ditions were ze a & possess an horrific & suspenseful climax. The con- 
length, yet with y impossible—he wanted something of short Story 
‘sentially the plan & technic of the novel, 


EEO 


POisonous 
by some 


Most cordially g& sincere! 


H Pp Lovecraft y yours, 


116. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH 


598 Angell St, 

My dear Smith:— Jany. 11, 1923 
I am indeed glad the California press is cordial i 

book—even if the critics have to resort 5 stock coninter LM 
in occasional stupidities. It is something if they know poetry even re- 
motely when they see it! They are like trained animals, picking out cer- 
tain blocks at certain signals, but indifferent to precisions & nuances. 
Given a weird tale, they all cry Poe! Or perhaps a few of them— 
on the coast—have heard of Ambrose Bierce. Given a bit of 
versified Satanism, if they can repress the automatic “Poe’’ yelp, they 
never miss good ol’ Charles Pierre! What will be really significant, & 
important for your ultimate recognition, is the notice which Galpin is 
getting the real magazines to take. If he succeeds as well as I think 
likely, the world will have the good fortune of discovering a new im- 
mortal! Then your books will appear with standard imprints, & no 
more worry about rural typography & limited circulation! I'd like to see 


an adequate edition of your complete verse, illustrated by yourself. 
I am glad your friend likes Dagon—which was written in 1917, & . 
the second story nine years’ silence. In 1908; 


I wrote that year, after a in 19 
: lack of technical experiences & 


her was infinite) but 100; fe- 


e in the future. Then, 
ic; where they were 
Finally a0 24 
so well received that I began to 
teur editor & critic name 


him) egged © 
with all its sti 


——_—~S”—“‘( 
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it si favourite 
to equal it since. My 
oe, 8 T he Cats of Ulthar. 1 only 
& Beirce—were 
friend—touching op Poe | — 
ae Sith hath given me abounding baie If 
ei ’s eye, , more leniency than 
sab que to my writi I do best 
d, & can live wh 


rdly be 


se merits I have never been able to 
certainly was under his 

. the winter 0 had greater joy than in 
nie him one day in September 1919! Celephats, Sarnath, Ira- 
ds te Ship,—& The Other Gods, 


my most Dunsania 


the charm of Dun ; 
aa to one of the amateur journalist clubs in Boston last month. 
in 


have read everything of Dunsany’s except his new novel—which I 
have just bought & mean to digest as soon as I get a second to do it in. 
Of Dunsany I like best of all the Dreamers Tales. Plays hold me less 
than stories, & Dunsany’s newer work has less appeal because of the in- 

humour, & sophistication. I hope that 


creasing note of visible irony, 
Don Rodriguez represents a return to the earlier mood. I saw Dunsany 


in 1919, when he lectured in Boston. He is the most wholesome & de- 
lightful person imaginable. 


jmagin ing. any—who 
f Galpin. I 


jat out © 


Most cordially & sincerely yours 
H P Lovecraft 


II]. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


My Son:— Jany. 11, 1923 


On Monday 


Id 
search ey eparted, but so fired with the spirit of antient re- 


Went no} 
E ad but to Salem, in the same province, for a 
and discovery. The result was an aesthetick 


n 


Son, the area 
: of 5 
Thirds the glorious Restoration and Kj 
ifices in wh ing William th 
le 


But not even from § i 
: é alem did I i 
ing with natives there, I had ince ee for whilst convers. 
Marblehead, whose anti ; © neighbouring fishing Port of 
, antique quaintness was particular! 
to me. Taking a stage-coach thither. [ was present! Yo appa 
most marvellous region I had ever dream’d Se af iki nid vit fe 
- . ° 2 s 

ing powerful single aesthetick impression I have receiv'd in yeah a 
en fe it is difficult for me to believe that Marblehead exists, save 
in some P antasticall dream. It is so contrary to everything usually ob- 
servable in this age, and so exactly conform’d to the habitual fabrick of 
my nocturnal visions, that my whole visit partook of an aetheral charac- 
ter scarce compatible with reality. This place was settled in King 
Charles the First’s time, by fishermen of French and English blood 
from the channel islands. Its Town House, in the town-square, was 
finish’d in 1727, and by 1770 most of the land was well built up with 
plain but substantial houses, The ground is very hilly, and the streets 
were made crooked and narrow, so that when finish’d, the town had 
of the eccentrick aspect of such ancient Gothick towns as 
Nurenburg, in Bavaria, where the eye beholds small buildings heap'd 
about at all angles and all levels like an infant's blocks, and topp 

f sharp gables, tall spires, and glittering 


with a pleasing ad altering 
i f many romantick incidents; 
_ Marblehead, indeed, was the scene 0. 
Lege which concetn’d Sir H: rane ie a a oa ue 
all the rest o 
writ of by Dr. Holmes the poet. Over i oe eee ne Re 


a hill on which the rude forefathers 0. 


gain’d much 
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Hill. In subsequent 
and became almost 
the conserva- 
their settled 


s . 
pErTes sma old Burying 


¢ rose across the bay, 
alee or Brightelmstone. But 


cluded such 


uence n 


Be sat of strangeness. 
k like deep ruts. Costumes are 


hand stretch the endless rows of houses 
ven with overhanging ga- 
orth and south loom hills cover’d with ay 
Hogarth might have known and pourtray’d, 
o discover them. It is a dream—a gro- 

tiquarian’s fancy 


way fails loo 


on every 
and 1780—some ©¢ 


whilst both to 1! 


tesque 4 : 
stept out of his 


se pean discover. The railway is so remote from the town- 
squate, that its existence is forgotten. The shops have small windows, 
and the men are very old. Time passes softly and slowly there. 

I came to Marblehead in the twilight, and gazed long upon its hoary 
magick. I threaded the tortuous, precipitous streets, some of which an 
horse can scarce climb, and in which two waggons cannot pass. I talked 
with old men and revell’d in old scenes, and climb’d pantingly over the 
crusted cliffs of snow to the windswept height where cold winds blew 
teed toofs and evil birds hovered over a bleak, deserted, fro- 
Bik " ihe Mia the peak; Old Burying Hill, where the dark 
es Feat a the virgin snow like the decay’d fingernails 
Mmemorial pj 

Pinnacle of fabulous antiquity! As evening came I 


Ng's frigates, Shad 
ades of the past! How compleat- 


——”S6W¥-. \ 


Beli ; 
clieve me, Sir, to be yt. most oblig’d, most obt, Sery 
L: Theobald, step My 


rrg. TO REINHARDT KLEINER 


Blest St. John:— Jany. 25, 1923 
Be reas In quitting these considerations of phantasy, I am 
wonder why Mr. Ludlow found narcotick ef a: to te oe 
tion of an ideal world of gorgeousness and sublimity. It seems to me, 
that a man of active imagination ought to be able to behold vividly be- 
fore his closed eyes any vision whatever that his mind is capable of 
conceiving, independently of any external stimulation. I am sure that I 
have gazed on vistas as strange, as terrible, and as magnificent as most 
of Mr. Ludlow’s; and all without having ever partaken of any drug ot 
stimulant. It is my opinion, that most persons of ordinaty cast depend 
too much upon the physical senses, to the neglect of those airier poten- 


tialities which are possess 


t by the unshackled fancy.jrs me | 
Servt. 


I am, Sir, yr. most oblig’d and obt. 
é Theobaldus - 


pL BC7 


Feb. 10, 1923 


d decoration as the greatest of 
least tainted with vulgar emo- 
early what utter damn 
beliefs, and kindred 


nonsense 29° Nothing matters in a universe devoid of values or 
iflusions ate. d that art is the truest, which is least connected with 
significances ae or sentiments, I am not sure but that uselessness and 
idea! us ala basic essentials of real art—at any rate, I prefer that 
trivility 2° ive, and whimsical. Line and 


i i al, decorati 

ich is most frankly impersonal, 
ie tat is all there is to life. I have ceased to admire charac- 
te-—all I now value in any mite BIE his manners, accomplishments, and 


choice of cravats. I will admit, however, that there is a certain impor- 
tance in the cut of one’s hair and regularity of one’s features. And so 
forth, The greatest historical tragedy of modern times was the fall of 


the periwig. 


F MORTON 


i an 
come to f€ ard ae f 
; n 
Le ‘ace it is the least person a ; a 
ae ow older, I see more an more 
an ethics, aspirations, 


peat, Soe, tere Soot 3 


Anent the Fascist problem—assured] i 
he F; let y we approach it from radicall 
different directions. Galpinius and I have been discussing democracy : 


lot lately, and we a: it i 
! 3 gree that it is a false idol 

: ow —a mer 
illusion of inferior classes, visionaries Loe 
no ultimate values, an 
What we like to see or 
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moctacy, if only because it would retar 
some Nordic breed. We realise that all eae eee of a hand. 
are mere prejudices and illusions—there is no earthy fea and ethics 
masses should not be kept down for the benefit of the ane me ee 
eryman is for himself in the last analysis. We regard the ae ae = 
cratic ideas as a sign of cultural old age and decay, and deem fe eae 
pliment to such men as Mussolini when they are said to be Sy 
” s 5 cen- 
tury types.” We are proud to be definitely reactionary, since only b 
bold repudiation of the “liberal” pose and the “progress” ilhasic, ye 
we get the sort of authoritative social and political control which “ie 
produces things which make life worth living. We admire the old oe : 
man Empire, for it was a force so strong that it almost conquered si 
the combined forces of the rest of the world. Personally, my objection 
to Germany in the late war was that it formed a menace to our English 
Empire—an Empire so lamentably split in 1775-83, and so regrettably 
weakened by effeminate ideas of liberty. My wish was that we English 
reunite into one irresistible power and establish an hegemony of the 
globe in true Roman fashion. Neither we nor Germany will ever be 
really strong till we have unified imperial control. 

Our modern worship of empty ideals is ludicrous. What does the 
condition of the rabble matter? All we need do is to keep it as quiet as 
we can. What is more important, is to perpetuate those things of beau- 
ty which are of real value because involving actual sense-impressions 
rather than vapid theories. “Equality” is a joke—but a great abbey or 
cathedral, covered with moss, is a poignant reality. If is for us to safe- 
guard and preserve the conditions which produce great abbeys, and pal- 
aces, and picturesque walled towns, and vivid sky-lines of steeples and 
domes, and luxurious tapestries, and fascinating books, paintings, and 
statuary, and colossal organs and noble music, and dramatic deeds on 
embattled fields . . . these are all there is of life; taken them away 
and we have nothing which a man of taste or spirit would cate to live 
for. Take them away and our poets have nothing to sing—out dreamets 
have nothing to dream about. The blood of a million men is well sh 
in producing one glorious legend which thrills posterity . - - and it 15 
not at all important why it was shed. A coat of arms won in 4 crusade 
is worth a thousand slavering compliments bandi 


rabble. | 
rm! What would the world be 


Reform? Pish! We do not want refo. 


ed about amongst # | 
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wil scarlet and purple evil! Drama is born of conflict and vi 
witho® bell shall we ever be such women as to prefer the 
A ste piping of an arbitrator to the lusty battle-cry of a blue-eyed 
as ‘ot? The one sound power in the world is the 


cular right arm! 
on this rotton age with its feeble comforts and 


warte 
a _-rabbles 48 


g s, chang 
and eset skull on the battlements of a mountain fortalice! We 
ee fewer batps and viols, and more drums and brasses. The answer 
si vais the wild dance of the war-like conqueror! Don’t complain of 
she youth's high- owered motor-car unless you can give him an horse 
and armour and send him to conquer the domains of the neighbouring 
kings! Moder life—my gawd! I don't wonder that literature is going 
fo hell Of chaos! What is there to write about now? Before we have 
literature we cust have Jife—bold, colourful, primitive, and _pictut- 
esque, We must change a George V for a Richard Coeur de Lion—a 


Plantagenet! 
* *# & * # 


st do is to shake off our encumbering illusions and false 
in a civilised realisation that the 


those which promote beauty, col- 


What we mu 
values—banishing sonorous platitudes 


only things of value in the world are 
our, interest, and heightened sensation. The one gteat crusade worthy 


of an enlightened man is that directed against whatever impoverishes 
imagination, wonder, sensation, dramatic life, and the appreciation of 
beauty, Nothing else matters. And not even this really matters in the 
great void, but it is amusing to play a little in the sun before the blind 
universe dispassionately pulverises us again into that primoridal noth- 
ingness from whence it moulded us for a second's spott. 

Thus in aeternitate—Tibaldus. 
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I 
20. TO JAMES F. MORTON 


Bx Old 5098 
Hail, 39 

Odovakar, Fellow-Chieftain of the Goths! Feby. 24, 1923 

Yes—I guess or N ; : 
See ew-England ; 
on h gland can give the idee ae 
‘ated a OLD ENGLAND! Hewealy it Votieeege 
and abbeys, manor-h 2 NCE saw its 

h cys, or-houses and ro; 

eee ows and mediaeval villages, I could never seug fe 
tae x ea feason that I don’t save like hell to get in 3 a a 
ae at I simply couldn’t come back, once I saw the an He 
ee Se gees ie my face. I would jump in the Thames hee 
: 3; the Usk, the Ouse, or the Severn, first. Wh s pies 
land at last, it must be as a son returning to his fathers a ae ge 
in a position to settle there for ever in peace and archaic ‘digit ty must be 


“Thine “Tibaldue 


I2I. TO JAMES F. MORTON | ae a 
Beer ih . Old 598? 
me "> March tst, 1923 
Salve, Maxime! 1 drat is 

This headache will kill either me, or the bird that has ra ‘wade 
through the incoherent paragraphs now unfolding their labyrinthine 
course! I can’t sit up but a few minutes at a time, and there's more 
2&%$:() beastly work here to do than a regiment could dispose of in 


a decade. Bah. 
About that Cole mess 
and get it over with before I do any more 


Bah. Probably I’ve incurred his undying co 
tle yet—and now 


I'd better curl up with a bottle of cyanide 
harm to myself and others. 
Idness—he hasn't answered 
Mrs, Adams writes 


that definitively declinatory epis 
her! Undertaker, put a good shot of 
5 head—it’s been dead a long time. 


that he'll probably be peeved at 
embalming fluid in the old simp’ 
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ay of two—that r'll 
d evety- 


s 
LETTER : 
¢ myself in a d 


her, and you, an 


h I'll answer he 
ame f and exculpate 
be ul the Colic blem mise ight as well be damn mad at one guy 


take me—in toto. 
t poor A 
body bu : + several birds. 


b of 
as palf 2 ae the National wants to be a catchall for the mo 


unds, it can do so with 
't the way of the 


oH Ua and believe the only h ur letters lies we 
nie ‘aformal and unoficer’d group ; t F 

ee clubbish associations. And that is probably a vain hope. 

the boy bell and Daas will lead a movement for th 
La Saat shall not do any more leading myself. I’m through with 
Cat henceforward I’m merely a follower. They have my 
eration to a reasonable degree, but I can’t make over 
an association single-handed. The United I knew doesn’t exist today. 
Honestly, my hatred of the human animal mounts by leaps and 
bounds the more I see of the damned vermin, and the more I see exem- 
piteful, shabby, and sadistic psychological 


plified the workings of their s 
processes. Blessed is the plague, which with its divine and health-giv- 


ing breath removes these putrescent superfluities by the thousand! Yah! 


And damn this headache. 
With renew’d assurances of that consideration which is warranted by 


the sincerest amity and respect, Believe me, Sir, ever 
Yr. most oblig’d/Most obt: Servt:/Theobaldus 


blessing and co-op 


122, TO JAMES F, MORTON 
The Old Dump 


8th March 1923 
gawd knows whither! 


M 
_Monatch of gods and daemons and all spirits ! 


Oh; yes . ? : 
i ao u “ ee ely frightfully human and love all mankind, and 
popes aoe Mankind is truly amusing, when kept at the 
Useful. One i ~ 4nd common men, if well-behaved, are reall i 
a cynick only when one thinks. At sch times ie io 


ee Sa ee ee me 
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seems a bit disgusting because each member of it is always trying to 
hurt somebody else, or gloating because somebody else js hurt 
Inflicting pain seems to be the chief sport of persons whose tastes aa 
interests run to the ordinary events and direct pleasures and rewards of 
life—the animalistic or (if one may use a term so polluted with hom- 
iletick associatins) worldly people of our absurd civilisation. ...... I 
may be human, all right, but not quite human enough to be glad at the 
misfortune of anybody. I am rather sorry (not outwardly but genuinely 
so) when disaster befalls a person—sorry because it gives the filthy 
herd so much pleasure. To be a real hater, one must hate en masse. I 
hate animals like the Hanghton rhinoceros mildly and temperately, 
but for mankind as mankind I have a most artistically fiery abhorrence 
and execration, I spit upon them! 

The natural hatefulness and loathsomeness of the human beast may 
be overcome only in a few specimens of fine heredity and breeding, by 
a transference of interests to abstract spheres and a consequent sublima- 
tion of the universal sadistic fury. All that is good in man is artificial; 
and even that good is very slight and unstable, since nine out of ten 
non-primitive people proceed at once to capitalise their asceticism and 
vent their sadism by a Victorian brutality and scorn toward all who do 
not emulate their pose. Puritans are probably more contemptible than 
primitive beasts, though neither class deserves much respect. In ee 
find very little in human character to command out respect. ae Be 
why, since I like to respect people for my own quaint ain ae a 
variably judge a man by his cravat. Cravats, I sometimes uel 
only true realities of life. And life is so earnest and serious! 

This afternoon, I’m going to accompany my 
dan’s School for Scandal, which I have not see 


Drury Lane in 1777. --- 


aunts to see Mr. Shett- 
n since I went us) 


: d obt. Servt. 
Thine hble, an e0BA00S 
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_ TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH 
% 598 Angell St. 


March 25, 1923 
My dear Smith:— 


My card sent from Salem last month attempted in a feeble way 
to express the delirious delight & unboundedly enthusiastic admiration 
which Ebony & Crystal aroused in me. . . . It is genius, if genius 
ever existed! As I have said before, there is no author but yourself who 
seems to have glimpsed fully those tenebrous wastes, immensurable 
gulfs, grey topless pinnacles, crumbling corpses of forgotten cities, slimy, 
stagnant, cypress-bordered rivers, & alien, indefinable, antiquity-ridden 
gardens of strange decay, with which my own dreams have been crowd- 
ed since earliest childhood. I read your work as the record of the only 
other human eye which has seen the things I have seen in far planets. 

a the Lurking Fear illustrations! I have already told you how the 
ks San ae on the gulf impressed me, & now I have seen the third 
ee at eldritch funereal forest of nameless vegetation. That 

8 1s wonderful—not only in the staggering conception, but in 
kill—I can’t say how much I envy you 
ty genius! I have not seen the fourth & 
the keenest expectancy. Meanwhile I was 
t in the March Home Brew, & to gain an 
of that Emperor of Dreams to whom I so 
you look every inch the poet—which is not 
ow except Frank B. Long, Jr... . 
pis. * RR e kk 


: » Cabell’ 
Which ] Seem to fe work represents one of three distinct currents 


Of the traditin 1 vere 12 modern literature—i, e., the ironic jugoli 
itio , the ironic juggling 


tem nal images & | : 
- ies Psychology, a anguage in a manner conformable to com- 


iot & th “ne other two currents are symbolic cha i 
detson & Ben nese & stark, dreary realism “aie Shewecaa 
Brise thei, Purely cere pais of none of these things, though I rec- 
al superiori ictori 
7 pe a 2 z Victorian mush, 


e Hashish 


the almost diabolic technical s 
Your pictorial as well as litera 
u Set, but await it with 
waited to see your portrai 
ara the outward aspect 
ir y bow down, Certainly 

© of any other poet I kn 


Magnificenc 
© of 
Th -Bater is beyond description—how 
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I wish the local printers had been able to include the bizarre iJ] 
tions which Loveman shewed me last summer! I delight in eS Be 
the cosmos instead of merely the world as a back acane foe gf 
imagine—or then again, you probably can—the pictures that Alt hee 
my mind at lines like ea 
“\. . 1 know the blooms 

Of bluish fungus, freak’d with mercury 

That bloat within the craters of the moon, 

And in one still selenic hour have shrunk 

To pools of slime & foetor; & I know 

What clammy blossoms, blanch’s &_ cavern-grown, 

Are proffer'd in Uranus* to their gods 

By mole-eyed peoples. . . .” 


* but isn’t it U’-ra-nus ? 


or 
“|. . The blind 
And worm-shape'd monsters of a sunless world, 
With krakens of the ultimate abyss, __ gh 
And demogorgons of the outer dark. . . .” 


These images have a double appeal to me because astronomy has al- 
ways been my favourite science, followed assiduously since I was twelve 
years old. I have seen the ringed Saturn through my own telescope, (4 
Bardon instrument with 3” object-glass & eyepieces up to 150 diame- 
ters) & have gazed upon the moon’s frightful abysses where 00 
diffusing air softens the nighted blackness of distorted shadows. I 
wrote monthly astronomical articles for a Providence daily from the 
time I was 15 to a period only 5 years ago—when the paper was sold 
to the Democrats. I'll enclose o 
duplicates encumber the rubbish 
it. It has always been my intention to write a set of 
other planets—both of this system & of other stars—but 
ring the proj 
fruit of a min 


-heaps heteabouts. You needn't returo 


ect because of its magnitude. I w 
d stored with all the primordial, colour 
grotesque lore of literature—& hitherto my reading has ' 
mentable lacunae. I never got hold of Vathek till 1921, & alle 
Hoffman is still ahead of me. it a oe ny he 


ne of the later articles, of which some — 


tales involving 
I keep defet- 
ant the things tobe the — 
ful, morbid, & 
had some Ja- — 


ae 


en ee ne” cas > Ge aed 
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-. EB & C are Cyclopean! I am espect y fon 

The P pea have ioad roars its master. The Flower 

‘J sa me to strange dreams, & The Memnons of the Night will 

es depart ‘from the crypts of my memory.’ Some of the images haunt 

ates Fike lilies that open their ribbed petals by night, & fasten 

low teeth on the bodies of sleeping dragon-flies.” And 


. Nightmare. ..- 


me— bat- 

with tiny yel 

then the verse .- 
«|, Shapes. - - 
With Gothic wings enormous arch’d the night.” 

er sheet after sheet with ebullient praise & yet fail to 

t of my admiration & appreciation. I read some of the 


aunt; & despite her general leaning toward the real- 


escape the breathless spell of your cacodaemoniacal 


ded up by becoming an admirer! 
Most cordially & sincerely yours, 
-- HP Lovecraft 


But I could cov! 
convey the exten 
pieces aloud to my 
ists she could not 
incantations, but en 


124. TO JAMES F, MORTON 
Old 598 

March 25, 1923 

Rain, Snow, and hail, your Mightiness! 


A Thine ignominious ice 
@EOBAAAO= 
THEOBALDUS 
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125. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 
Old 598 
April 6, 
H’lo, Grandpa’s Nice Boy! P 7923 


To match the sore throat and general wretchedness which have dis- 
turb’d your programme, I can boast a continuous headache and a 
wretchedness equally general and extensive; which have reduced all my 
activities to an almost absolute standstill. I am opprest with languor 
and lethargy, and have no disposition to perform the multitude of tasks 
that confront me; besides which I am getting so monstrous fat that I 
know not what to do about collars and other clothing. I fear, Child, 
that you will scarce know your old grandpa when you behold him; tho’ 
I will sign my name in your presence, so that my handwriting may es- 
tablish my identity. I have not been outside the house since March 
eleventh, and have no energy or ambition to stir. . . . 

But the event of events is the visit of my little grandson Belknap, 
which positively must take place! I am sure that your slumbers wou'd 
be promoted by the village breezes of late May; and if these zephyrs 
shou'd fail, I wou’d undertake to cure the most stubborn forms of your 
insomnia by reading to you some original compositions in the heroick 


couplet! : 

I appreciate immensely your invitation for me to reverse the order 0) 
the visitation, but believe it even more than usually impossible just 
now. My financial state is indescribable—Bush work hath been beyond 
the power of my nerves to accomplish, wae saukic ke Pile 
edented. For example—your own ee et me Me: pe 


which you saw!) will at once convince inc 
of a new suit, if I am to move at all amongst civilised men. <ul 


In truth, Poe and nefits 


very great. 


S'long, Sonny! 
Grandpa 


time 
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MES F. MORTON 
126, TO JA The Old Dump 


22 April 1923 


Ave Maxime! 

Hell! Work is my Nemesis! Having accumulated over fifty unan- 
swer’d epistles, I'm trying to dispose of ’em at the rate of fifteen per 
diem, but am falling down on it. I could have done it once, but ten av- 


erage specimens seems to be my limit now. 


“Gorgeous be they brother 


sinks to “Gorgeous by thy brother sun”. The way of the world! But I 
wish when they misprint they'd be truly incoherent, and not make a 
sort of feeble half-sense. I’d rather have the appear as thx yhe, than 
have inane appear as insane, ot anything of that sort, This reminds me 
of what they did to poor Kleiner and me in the Dowe memorial. 
Kleiner had a line 
“Beauty and joy iz everything”, 
and they rendered it 
“Beauty and joy and everything”, 
f everything! Blah! Such is life! I had a line 
“Unfeign’d the grief with which the gen’ral heart” 
and they gave it 
Unfeign’d the grief with which each gen’eral heart” 
Yah! Greet | 
I want now is t i 
aged way with Ss to settle down in a comfortable middle- 
1 my feading and authorship, revision when necessary, and 


the corres 
and cence ee few particularly congenial friends, The turmoil 
ty of associational machinations have become so disgust- 


a COTE ert 
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ing and irksome to me, that I shall never aga 
with them save as an especial favour now and th 
ordinarily valued friend. The 1914-1922 chapter 
ty is closed. I’m now too thoroughly cynical to expect much of am: 

dom, or to give many damns about it; save as a perpetually ae 
mess from which a few odd souls can get some impetus toward litera 


development .. . or at least t i i 
eis P : east toward a fairly comfortable literary dissi]- 
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in come into Contact 
€n to some more than 
of spontaneous actiyj. 


Colonial design, and espy'd a sign which proclaim’d it open for 
ae ck inspection. Captivated by the sight, I signall’d the driver and 
pare determin’d to add an item to my Colonial itinerary. Inform’d 
eae that this was the Capt. Samuel Fowler house, built 1809, 
r eightpence, and the property of the Society for the Pres- 
ervation of New-England Antiquities, I loudly sounded the knocker 
and awaited developments. Nothing develop’d. I then knock’d at the 
side door, but with equal futility. Then I noted a door half open in a 
miserable “‘ell’ at the back of the house; and believing the place ten- 


by the siga 


With appropriate congratulations, commiserations, etc. I am Ey 


er yr. anted, made a third trial there. 
ee My summons was answer'd simultaneously by two of the most pitiful 
and decrepit-looking persons imaginable—hideous old women more 


Tibal 
: - sinister than the witches of 1692, and certainly not under eighty. For a 
moment I believ’d them to be Salem witches in truth; for the peculiarly 
sardonick face of one of them, with furtive eyes, sneering lips, and a 
conspicuously undershot lower jaw, intensify’d the impression produc’d 
by their incredible age and gauntness, and the utterly nondescript bun- 
dles of brownish rags which form’d their attire. The “ell” in which 
they dwelt was in a state of indescribable squalor; with heaps of rags, 
books, cooking utensils, and the like on every hand. One meagre wood 
stove fail’d altogether to heat the barren room against the cold of that 
sharp afternoon. The smaller, and probably older, of the two spoke 
first—in a hoarse rattleing voice that dimly suggested death, and that 
was occasionally halted by a curious gutteral impediment. This was the 
crone who did not have the corpse-like sneer—but what a study they 
wou'd both have made for a Poe, a Baudelaire, or a Goya! If, however, 
their weird aspect and hideous squalor were sinister; what can one say 
of the contrast involv’d when the guttural salutation of .the speaker be- 
came intelligible? For despite the omnipresent evidences of a slatternly 
decadence beyond words, this ancient witch was mumbling forth a 
courtly and aristocratick welcome in language and accents beyond ques- 
tion bespeaking the gentlest birth and proudest cultivation! The witch 
apologised for the unfavourable conditions prevailing, and lamented 
that she had not heard my knocking at the front door of the mansion 
Proper. There was, she coughed in explanation, not enough fuel to heat 
the mansion; so she and her sister had to dwell in the wooden “ell” 
Once used as a shed and storehouse. But in summer, indeed, they dwelt 
in the mansion—for was it not their own by inheritance, and had they 
not been born in one of its upper rooms? Yes—it was the old, old 


I27. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG AND ALFRED GALPIN 


598 Angell Street 
: Providence, R.I. 

May 1, 1923 

My dear Little Grandchildren: — he 
The meeting dispers’d without overt violence at about 11 p. m., and 
I accompany’d the Parker-Miniter delegation to their modest abode. 
There, after a conversational session with my joint hosts which lasted 
nearly till morning, I retir’d early and slept soundly; dreaming mainly 
of “Victory”, the six-weeks-old kitten who had sat, squirm’d, or 
scratch’d in my lap during the entire period. Victory was born March 
first, and is the most engaging mite I have beheld in years. He climb’d 
over the entire area of his aged and adipose Grandpa, and finally set- 
tled ae the back of the Old Gentleman’s neck as an ideal sleeping- 

porch.... eal 
Arriv’d in Salem, I stroll’d a while through the venerable streets, 
and finally embark’d for Danvers—call’d “Salem-Village” in the 17th 
century, and forming the seat of most of the witchcraft cases of 1692. 
The coach ride was delightful, giving frequent glimpses of ancient 
houses in a fashion to stimulate the antiquarian soul. Suddenly, at 4 
graceful and shady village corner which the coach was about to turn, I 
beheld the tall chimneys and ivy’d walls of a splendid brick house of 
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a gland story of family decay and aristocratick 


2 


Proud seafarer and fighter who in his dashin gtanddaughters of the 


‘ _wh & prime had built th 
ouse for the comfort, dignity, and splendour of his atscen dai 


Short-sighted man! Had he but foreseen the depths to whi 

scendants would be driven! To think of their aa ol Goce 
his fastidious elegance in demanding the best French wall-paper re 
finest brass latches, the choicest carved mantels, cornices, and wainteae 
ing, and the most delicate silver, china, and ornaments that both Eu- 
rope and America cou’d furnish! 1809-1923—one hundred and four- 
teen years of slow, insidious decay. In the veins of those terrible 
wrecks—last of their line—flows the mingled blood of all that was 
proudest in the Salem region—Endecotts who boasted the first Colonial 
governor, Fowlers who were known the seven seas over, Pickmans who 
bowed only to those whom they thought worthy, Ropeses whose halls 
were portrait-galleries of great ancestors, Pages who live in history 
. . . the great-grandmother of these poor relics was that sprightly Mrs. 
Page who, at the time of the Colonial tea agitation, serv’d her guests 
with the beverage on the roof after her husband had forbidden her to 
serve it ander his roof. Such is the dying New-England of today—a 
whole section’s tragedy was epitomised when these unfortunate a 
vors paus’d beneath an oaken frame and amidst their tatters ho 

: espoke 

call’d attention to the coat-of-arms which besp i the beng ee 
of the Fowler blood. The house is finely preserv'd and pene. ; - ee 
been purchas’d from the aged sisters at their frantick iege Society 
ciety for the Preservation of New-England Eee: ae 
hath given them the care of it for the pitt 


: P h 

‘eties when dealing with suc 
i i custom of such societies w. ; 
ae alta t money enough to keep them 1n food, fuel, an 
‘ h The lives of the sisters 15 


better then the almshouse. i 
t wholly dull, for many intelligent persons comet? ¥ ee me ie 
no t. The day before I was oie . be me 
! An 
New-York shod : 
im oe. ib : lories! Who today cou'd 
how great Ww’ 
things of beauty 4s 
ton silversmiths, OF 


pauperism—a case 


the carvings of 
the designs of 


classick architects 


fi 
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Golden 18th century ! 


sELE 


It is not in jest that I hail thee as the 
e and vigour! Led by the Sibylline wraiths of 
lor’d the house from cellar to attick. Its decora- 
and its furniture, ornaments, china, = 
- tion. Fine ancestral portraits, old garments o 
re eee aia other Calotial remnants of domestici- 
all these recall uncannily a bygone prosperity which the present 
ae s allow’d to don a cap which Captain Fowler wore in the 
nee oi and a civilian swallow-tail coat of the same period—a 
he ealbar'd dress garment which fitted me finely, and shew'd that 
eee captain was as stout an old gentleman as your grandpa. Final- 
ly I left—pressing upon my pathetick hostesses the admission fee which 
they sought to refuse in a last gesture of reminiscent aristocracy. 

I now put the aera of Colonial refinement behind me, and hark’d 
back farther still to an age of darker and weirder appeal—the age of 
the dreaded witchcraft. Leaving Danvers, I struck out along the roads 
and across the fields toward the lone farmhouse built by Townsend 
Bishop in 1636, and in 1692 inhabited by the worthy and inoffensive 
old widow Rebekah Nurse, who was seventy years of age and wished 
no one harm. Accused by the superstitious West-Indian slave woman 
fore (who belong’d to the Reverend Samuel Parris and who caus’d 
tie aa es Sate of bewitching children, and denounc’d 
om she he ; ae : e oem children in question. Goodwife Nurse 
attesting to her Hes ae t aa Thirty-nine jpsliswiar sign’d a paper 
sully’; but popala = conduct, and a jury render’d a verdict of “not 

pular clamour led the judges to reverse the verdict, (as 


was the : 
hee ossible) and on July 19, 1692 the poor old grandam was 


ang'd on Gallows Hill j 
mains were ee Bie eres for a mythological crime. Her re- 


k Salem and interr’d in th i 
ing-ground—a phouli ; interr'd in the family bury- 
tance from the one feos shadow’d by huge pines and at some dis- 
oe a insctiption By ie ae was erected to her memory, 
toach’ : : 
through the ea ee Spot to which I had been directed, after passin 
“i the houses ct of Tapleyville, the afternoon sun was very fost 
“ds of stubb so that on my right ily 
Yond a ] eee eet occasional crooked Bes awit re ae a 
Btove of of aed ick group of Spectral boughs bespoke some ind of 
he midst of this group I suddenly descry’d 


«aces? 
rovinces ! 
e of universal tast 


a 

“4 gentry, I eXP. 
dar eeeiat unrivall’d beauty, 
silver, afe 
reat richness, Pf 


thinn’d out; 


—and in t 


Sar 
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the Tising outline of a Massive and ancient chimney. Presently, as I ad- 
vanced, I saw the top of a grey, drear, sloping roof—sinister in its dis- 
tant setting of bleak hillside and leafless grove, and unmistakably be- 
longing to the haunted edifice I sought. Another turn—a gradual as- 
cent—and I beheld in full view the sprawling, tree-shadow’d house 
which had for neatly three hundred years brooded over those hills and 
held such secrets as men may only guess. Like all old farmhouses of the 
region, the Nurse cottage faces the warm south and slopes low toward 
the north. It fronts on an ancient garden, where in their season gay 
blossoms flaunt themselves against the grim, nail-studded door and the 
vertical sundial above it. That sundial was long concealed by the over- 
laid clapboards of gothick generations, but came to light when the 
house was restored to original form by the memorial society which 
owns it. Everything about the place is ancient—even to the tiny-paned 
lattice windows which op 


en outward on hinges. The atmosphere of 
witchcraft days broods heavily upon that low hilltop. 


My rap at the ancient door brought the caretaker’s wife, an elderly 
unimaginative person with no appreciation of the dark glamour of the 
ancient scene. This family live in a lean-to west of the main struc- 
ture—an addition probably one hundred years Jess ancient than the 
parent edifice. I was the first visitor of the 1923 season, and took pride 
in signing my name at the top of the register, Entering, I found myself 
in a low, dark passage whose massive beams almost touched my head; 

‘and passing on, I travers’d the two immense rooms on the ground 
floor—sombre, barren, panell’d apartments with colossal fireplaces in 
the vast central chimney, and with occasional pieces of the plain, heavy 
furniture and primitive farm and domestick utensils of the ancient Me 
manry. In these wide, low-pitch’d rooms a spectral menace vee 
—for to my imagination the seventeenth century is as full of ne gs ; 
mystery, repression, and ghoulish adumbrations as the ilies ou 
tury is full of taste, gayety, grace, and beauty. This was a typica tome 
abode; where amidst the hare, ugly necessities of life, and wi To 
learning, beauty, culture, freedom, or ornament, terrible sear 
folk in conical hats or poke-bonnets dwelt two hundred Atty Pe Bye 
years ago—close to the soil and all its hideous whisperings; ¥ Dh Z 
mentality by isolation and unnatural thoughts, and spt aes 
the devil on autumn nights when the wind howl d Shepaet tes sate 
orchard trees or rustled the hideous corpse-nourish’d pings 
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i is eldritch fascination—horrible 
ied atthe ie ee vt eee After seeing them, and 
bay di en es ean in their walls, one hesitates to read cer- 
ag one : ieee strange old Magnalia (which you, lit- 
Dee ome to visit your old grandpa) after 
tle Belknap, shall see when you ¢ See 

fter exploring the ground floor I crept up i 

oe i in the bleak chambers above. The furniture was as 
a ee and included a small trundle-bed in which infant 
eee (even as you, children) were lull’'d to sleep with ae 
prayers and morbid hints of daemons riding the night-wind outsi a e 
small-paned lattice-windows. Poor little creatures! No wonder Se 
were very few Alfredi or Belnapii amongst them—what artistick or in- 
tellectual mind cou’d survive so stultifying an environment? It was the 
somewhat more civilised class in the larger towns, and the newer colo- 
nists from Mother England, (GOD SAVE THE KING!) who in the 
next century burst forth into the sublimation of beauty which is Colo- 
nial architecture and decoration, That was New-England’s one gift to 
the fine atts—and a magnificent gift it was. But still the old Rebekah 
Nurse house broods and leers on its ancient hill. I saw old Rebekah’s 
sero chair, where she used to sit and spin before the Salem mag- 
str 


ates drageed her to the gallows. And the sunset wind whistled in 
the Colossal chimney, and the ghouls rattled ghastly skeletons from un- 
Seen attic rafters Overhead. Though it was not suppos’d to be open to 
the Publick, 


I persuaded the caretaker to let me ascend to that hideous 
Sarret of century’ 


i fabs loom’d on everyhand as the evening twilight oozed through 
.-_ittle blear'd Panes of the ancient windows. I saw something hang- 
58 from the wo 


W tmy ridge-pole—something that sway'd as if in unison 
funeral 


to th Portentous abode of antiquity; left it and went down the hill 
ister seVevard under the shocking pines, where twilight show'd sin- 
'Ster slap 


§ S and rusty bits of fallen iron fence, and where something 
acd in shadow on a monument—something that made me climb 
WL a 


t . 
Dee Site slope to Tapleyville as night came. ..... 
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friend e€ssayed a journe of the meal 


» MY young 
to his cho. 


and a half of terrestrial 
launder'd garment was n 
leaving an aching void 
—hbless my soul! . 


meer mouth 
€ too-oftep- 
wn he went, 

he was hurt 
bout gleefully 
ching void was 
in my attempt 
And when J 


entity, the dubious fabrick of th 
ot enough to sustain him—and do 
= in my aged bosom!! Not that 
: . . the mite was kickin i 
in my lap before I knew what had eee ra cea ae ‘ 
in a place which neither suit nor cravat cou’d cover aay 
to “travel light” I had provided no other shirt! Eheu! 
sought to bunch the place and fix it with pins, my fiers d 
rents! No use—the old rag had reach’d the end ef its Be aie a Bede! 
to choose a place like Malden for the grand finale! Well_-the ea a 
lution was a new shirt, so after bidding my hosts adieu, and Hannes 
off a page of the new HUB CLUB QUILL on Parker’s press, (it tee 
three trials to shew me the knack of feeding and pedalling the con- 
founded thing) I beat it for Boston, where I stock’d up at a linen-drap- 
er’s and threw the old outfit away. I could not find anything antient 
enough exactly to suit me—the new shirt hath cheviot fabrick and 
turn’d-back soft cuffs—but any port in a storm. So, duly garb’d, I too 
the coach for Haverhill and was there by mid-afternoon. Br 
Transferring to the Merrimack coach, and speeding toward the 

abode of my great-grandchild Davis, whom I was to visit, I pass'd 
Whittier’s birthplace (built 1688 by his ancestor Tho: Whittier, inhab- 
ited by the poet till 1837, and scene of Snow-Bound) and 
beheld a region of delightful scenery. The trip was not long, and I 
soon alighted by the large early Victorian house in sleepy Main-Street 
which shelters the youthful near-Galba and his family. Edgar himself 
answer’'d the door, and lo! I found him in his first suit with long 
trousers! How you children do grow! His fifteenth birthday occurr’d a 
week ago last Friday, and he is consuming the second year of high- 


school as a pure pleasure... . 


* * #&£ * 
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Lord Timothy Dexter, as he lov’d to be 
but is still the principal topick of interest 
indeed, went far beyond his native shoars; 
ably heard of him as the man who was jest- 


ing-pans to export to tropical Cuba, yet who made 


because the Cubans eagztly bought them as mo- 
rick’d into buying some useless ee ie 
‘th that because of the rise of a new fash- 
qho made anor ee fe demand; who stock’d his cellar with 
ion which a: i a in expectation of a visit from the heirs of the mur- 
: an whom he had spectacularly invited to live in his man- 
der'd Les ald those provisions at an handsome profit when the 
3 eZ ee materialise. “Lord” Timothy is a semi-legendary figure, 
ust -England will never forget him! 
2 nae ae by the ridicule of the publick, Dexter publish’d what 
9 ae bl America’s queerest book—Bush’s Peace Poems and Sau- 
an ay aed. This hilarious pamphlet, intitul’d A Pickle for the 
Knowing Ones, consisted of odd scraps of Dexter’s views on everything 
under the sun; together with some sharp rebukes of the inquisitive 
Newburyporters who gossip’d about how he made his money. It is here 
that he told the warming-pan and whalebone stories which are so fa- 
mous, yet which are set down by modern criticks as meer fabrications 


of Dexter’s odd ironick humour. 


Dexter—0Or 


5a ges not & 


Yr. most aff: ancestor and obt: Servt: 
GRANDPA THEOBALD 


128. TO JAMES F. MORTON 


The Old Roost 
Thursday the Third, May 1923 


Most Sovran Citizen: — 


! 
; ice Theobald is articulate, though damn near all in with 
week and ¢ ae eae which has made me nearly stone deaf fora 
only faculty 1 ft eat Play d gawd’s own deuce with my digestion. The 
Bah, Menwhi: z impair’d is my profane contempt for all creation. 
aPbendicitis oper se small child Alfredus has come finely out of the 
temper, Petation, with fourteen stitches and a cheerful serenity of 


ven Byzantine... life so tedious! 


the returning Manuscripts. . . 
When I took the 
thing was down . 


the United myself, or ask anybody else to, 


a ne movement to smoke out these damne 
S my term of servitude draws to a i ‘ 
ration of approaching fossildom . . z ie ea met be 
reading, when I shall slither and wallow in all the diseased mee 
ural horrors of nether hells with the putrid and sadistic authors of my 
choosing—or when, these tame literateurs Proving as insipid as a mere 
Huysmans or Baudelaire, I shall seize a pen made of a condor's wing 
and dipped in carbonaceous putrescence, and leave on yellow pages a 
trail of ideographick foetor which shall be to their superficial dabblings 
as Poe is to Frances Hodgson Burnett. . . . - 
Speaking of authorship—lamp the enclosed panegyrick delivered on 
the coming-of-age of our tiny pal Belnapius! ‘Ittle-Sonny says he likes 
it, and is glad his old grandpa did it in a Poe-esque rather than Papal 
style. Incidentally—Sonny’s coming to Providence to see the Old Gen- 
tlemen this month or next—we've both been urging each other to visit 
each other; and since my brokeness proved the more absolute, oan 
pa’s Pet said he'd give in and do the chested oa ene i 
rangement will have advantages—for I can shew 


i e 

Athenaeum, where Poe spent many an hour, and wrote he nip nei 
bottom of one of his unsigned poems in a magazine, and th fo 
cs ¥ h cheap sentimentality to 


_ Whitman, where he spouted enoug ete 
* oy the amount he mercifully omitted from his tales.:. - 
: * S'long ie 
* Qeobardos — 
ee EOBALDUS 


BITERS 


gaiEctsD 


LONG Old Men’s Home 


K BELKNAP 
FRAN 13, May—1923 


129. TO 


! d Randolph 
a Arthur Jermy", Cats of Ulthar, Hound, an 
I sent Dagon, 


i but could 
i ly’d that he liked them, 
1 Jes. The editor reply t Pe Peat 
Os Peg ace till I sent them in double perce OE ae 
ae aes ee r not I shall bother. I neeed the money 
alate Mayhap V'll try Dagon 


in ! 
h! how I hate typing £ definite acceptance. I 


enough—but 6 th others only in case © 


alone—following Mi 


aa Hale of weeks I hope to see 4 dark and sinister little Italian 
In a cou 


: i ndpa’s hearthstone! It’s a damn shame 
P cna aaa eas I can’t help thinking you 
Ke ote hers in a cosy room far upstairs and away from all the 
world, where you can shut out all distracting influences and: stay atop 
the hill of dreams as long in the morning as you like. ’Tis an easy 
household! I couldn’t sleep away from home till quite lately, but re- 
peated visits gradually enabled me to do so. "Iwill be the same with 
you, I fancy. Tell Grandpa when you’re coming, how long you can 
stay, and what you'd like to do. Don’t hesitate to veto any plan of the 
Old Gentleman’s which may seem too strenuous or boresome for very 
young Latins, for Grandpa aims to please! Would you like to see the 
Bostonians—or some of them? And how about Salem and Marble- 
head? Maybe we'll try ancient Plymouth, which I have never seen, thus 


Voyaging as equals in ignorance, rather than as guide and novice. But 


all d inclinati : 

Say on your own inclination. Anyhow, I'll ptomise not to over- 
San aeraee Nothing must disturb i 

nae "ee ea my undiluted Englishry—God 


Teuton of the Sc 


y a Nordic—a chalk-white, bulky 
berserk killer—a 


North-German forests—a Viking—a 
f Hengist and 


andinavian or 


€t of foemen' 
€ mountain buzzards 


Picked skulls—a 


of seacoast vultures—a 


and feeder 


Phillipses co: 


ie) 
land. May 


s, that mystic Machenian 
ROMAN pre 3 5 ce of blood from SO 

LN prepraetor of Britannia Secunda, whose Capital was | a 
fum with its walls, its noble amphitheatre, its Etruscan-columned sie 
ple of Diana, its Pons Saturni, its tessellated pavements, its in: < : 
of the Septimii Severi, its Via Nympharum and Via joke 
triumphe! S.P.Q.R.!! . . . Yes, Sonny, : 
isn’t so bad when one goes back to Pelasgic 
Roman races! After all, I have dark hair an 
T used to have; and it is quite as good to be 
as a Norse pirate. Long live the Pantheon! Vivat M. Agrippa! By 
being a Roman, I can quite logically prove a good grandfather to such 
as my small boys Belnapius and Alfredus . . . Latins all! But as a clas- 
sical and ancient Latin, I enjoy cheese, which was a leading feature of 
Graeco-Roman diet. Therein our souls are separated by the impassable 


gulf of the Dark Ages, O Francesco Borgia, Prince of Arsenic-Sharks 
and Stiletto-Hounds! 


Ptions 


+ vse TO) 
the Mediterranean world 


times and takes the Graeco- 
d eyes now, no matter what 
a sanguinary Roman consul] 


ee Ren OE 


Goya? Yes, child, I must learn of him. Undoubtedly he is akin to 
the horror I relish, though as yet pictorial art is remoter than literary 
art from my centres of consciousness. Then, again, I am not sure how 
well I like the thickly laid on horror of the actually decadent mastets. 
Somebody I am not so much thrilled by a visible charnel house of e 
clave of daemons, as I am by the suspicion that a charnel vault exists 
below an immemorially ancient castle, or that a certain very ie ae 
has taken part in a daemoniac conclave fifty years ago. I mee aoe ' 
’ ereal, the remote, the shadowy, and the doubtful—more aa rts 
detest life and all connected with it, and long for ie wee 7 "dealt 
of spirit as only a Machen or a Dunsany can ore + a at alee 
is right in considering me no true decadent, fo : 
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surd or. merely disgusting. What I am, is : 
ime and space, law and necessity. 
splendour, and terror, 
e that of the untrammelled imagina- 
ience, with the narrowings of artistic vision 
are the objects of my most profound con- 
I despise Bohemians, who think it eh 

lead wild lives. My loathing is not from the tangle 
sential to aie lity, but from that of aesthetic independence—I revolt 
of Pa ae x : hysical life is of any value or significance. To me 
eee oe ea ticeian who shows his contempt for life by con- 
we ideal oe thie ways of his ancestors, leaving his fancy free to ex- 
HESS sear end amazing spheres. Likewise, I would have an author 
roe altogether his age and the public, creating art not for fame or 
for others, but for his own satisfaction alone. 


fe and exp er 


So long— 
Theobaldus Senex 


130. TO JAMES F. MORTON 


The OL Shack 


Ave, Illustrissime! May 17, 1923 


itr, and I’m three-fourths 
Paralysed, one sixteenth febrile ‘ 


typing! But I’m so d 
: amn hard 
gamble . , , Dagon, I guess, . . . And if he detail 


Theobaldus 


SELECTR 
D Ler 
TERS 


I31, 
31. To FRANK BELKNAP LONG 


Main Street 


"L 
0, Sonny! 26 May «6 
3 


Well, Grand EM i 
> Ss 
off a couple ecu Roce ee specialist 


today! Been 5 ‘ 
the hair—what’s left of ee 


nd now m fannick aunt is dragging me b 
y ty © by 


it—of 
deafness isn’t } my aged head! I’m n 
Fees eee Tay Choaght! of at all sure this 


—Klei : 
ay inet spoke of his pleasure at havin 
© argue about The Waste Land with! Bri 
come, Sonny—Grandpa wants to * Bring the book when yo 
If, see the notes, what ain’t ; you 
eae I should have been on RK’s side had I pager 
Kitchen rookery—well, maybe I'll convin dropped in at the Hell's 
here! You see, I'm deaf but not dumb—I <¢ "you. when: Ti corer aa 
ments without being affected b oh Put actoss all my argu. 
s €d by yours .. . Shantih! Shantih! Shanti 
(Say, what does that d—d Shantih mean Lap me 
2 » anyway? I think it's Sanscri 
or something of the sort—the notes must tell or at least mod nae. 
hint whatitis.)...  . magne 

Leer I have a high respect for these moderns as phi 
: philosophers and 
intellectuals, however much I may dismiss and disregard them as poets. 
1 8. Eliot himself is an acute thinker—but I do not believe he is an 
artist. An artist must be always a child—that’s why I tell you never to 
gtow up!—and live in dreams and wonder and moonlight. He must 
think of the lives and colours of things—of life itself—and never stop 
to pick the glittering fabric to pieces. Alas! Who ever caught and dis- 
sected the sunset gold without losing it? 

As to this new illusion business—bless me, child! I. don’t know! It 
looks to me as if the task of art were to forget and etherealise, and I 
doubt if it need bother with reality except to avoid building seriously 
on ideas which are passing. But if, like the truest art, it keeps compata- 


tively free from ideas and confines itself to images, it will have less to 
reconstruct when ideas change. Ideas are very foolish—they mean noth- 
ese only have value. 


ing and lead nowhere. Rest, beauty, tranquility—th 
Well—be Grandpa's nice boy! 
H. P. 


§ @ gifted young antag. 


26 May, 1923 


roatissime i= 
ng—but assume for 


‘nion amuses me OF is opposite to that of the 
Ho, hum! My cynicism and scepticism are 10° 
irely new cause—the Einstein theory. The aE 
to place this system among the facts whi 
moves the last hold which real- 
n have on the independent mind. All is chance, 
llusion—a fly may be greater than pe 
i rpass Mount Everest—assuming them to be 
a Lae Eee teat plane and differently environed in the con- 
Be es lues in all infinity—the least idea 


: -ti There are no va 
nuum of space time. 2 A 
i there are is the supreme mockery of all. All the cosmos 1s 4 jest, 


and fit to be treated only as a jest, and one thing is as true as another. I 
believe everything and nothing—for all is chaos, always has been, and 
always will be. Ease, amusement—these are the only ‘relative qualities 


fit to be classed as values. . . . 


octissime et O 
] hav 


aad aa 
aru 


I believe in nothi 


creasif, ’ 
ext eclipse OPSCrV" 


cannot be dismissed, 
the universe C4 
d ephemeral 1 


tions seem % 
and assumedly it re 


ity of 


Qeobardo¢ 


133, TO JAMES F. MORTON 
Headquarters Unchanged 


Ecce! 29, May, 4923 


V : 
3 pas a Dagon after all, and wants more from his Grandpa 
Gee wi ae oe will appear in the July Weird Tales, and a 

€ hitherward about that time, Baird doesn’t let on how 


Much it is—but I 
; guess not much. Still— é ; 
Buss T'll type another yarn before te every little bit helps, and I 


Ob—I went to the speci: 


ali 
list—and lo! I can hear once more! He 


Theobaldus 


134. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 


Old 598 
Hello, Sonny! June 3, 1923 
Well, Grandpa isn’t deaf any more! The specialist found some hid- 
den wax far, far down, pressing on the drum; and having remov'd it, 
left the ear free for quick recovery. But I miss my deafness—such 
aloofness from the world, and such unearthly sounds . . . the roar of 
Cryptic cataracts and floods in Saturn, and the screaming of red and 
gold paraqueets in odorous palm forests on unimaginable isles of blue, 
sunny seas! Oh, well—all things pass! 
opaieaes I have been studying in some detail the growth of Old Provi- 
dence, and re-creating in fancy its several aspects from its founding in 
1636 to the rise of debased 19th century architecture in 1835 or therea- 
bouts. It is truly a beautiful town, and I can see in vision the panorama 
of 1780 of 1790, when beautiful spires and stately mansions wi 
down on a picturesque hill covered with quaint houses with sm 4 
paned windows and peaked or gambrel roofs, and relieved by eee 
al publick buildings of Georgian brick architecture. The gold sun s 
: i d green foliage, and crys 
on a fair expanse of white and red houses and g ES 0 
tal blue here and there as the peaceful cove (now filled He a 
the movements of the crowded sloops and full-rigg’d ship 
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rt 
f the harbour waters. And the best pa 
its 0 


les and 

isclosed Ps ortion of the old houses and nae ae 

a goodly oe Some of the streets are Very 0. fe Bence 
still standing: ‘te man, since it is the ancient P 


hi iver to the 
ates the W. in the Great Salt Rive 
t ford in 
he Weybosse 


i ith 
ing the main Pequot Path wi 

the Seekonk, eee Path is now eas 

. - e 

il to fare in the business section, and the os eee 

the reat thoroud inal “Towne Streete”’ is that ae ee 
on ide hill. Here (164 

; reat east side 
et at the foo, see John Smith's grist mill at eis 
i se aaa of the Mooshasuck; but about ie ae us 
q neat the oS where Pardon Tillinghast, Esq., ha 
: ee 4 1681, and where he had been so widely emu- 


Narrow rae e Cod country. 


qhacf an 
that Proviaenc ! 
Me ot and leading shipp 


les! Yes, ° : 
the Old pion. Be ie antique Providence! The only excursion which 
past among 


i e possible is that to Concord and Lexing- 
ish aa eee ee I shall take if Cole in- 
tape Ss reek as he thought he would last month. It is fortunate 
ae I dwell near those antiquities which form so essential a 
part of my existence. The past! How lovely a vision! GOD SAVE 
THE KING! 

LS hice Ge 


Weird Tales did accept Dagon, which will appear in the July issue. 


The editor says he wants more—and I shall probably re-type some 
things for him if the Dagon che 


is latge enough to make it wor 


Spirit is sadly un dreaming! . 


in ci 

facpie and J Must read everything of his, But Dunsg 
intensity Cale atest ee 

exper 

which is a philosophical lnitstinns! Boh Danae ene 
and cultivation infinitely greater. His weak 
which I live; his distant, emotionless vi 
On quaint and ancient roofs are the vist 


* + €ven if 
Titan—pethaps the Sreatest ta 
7) iS Closer 
0. hysterical 
Seriousness 
» Plus an art 


cosmic realm js the teal in 


stas of the beauty of moont; 
as I know and cherish, ree 


Well—he a good boy! 
Grandpa 


135. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG : = 
Hello, Sonny! | Tne. 25,2943 
Well, bless my little boy! Did he think his poor old Grandpa was 
dead or something? Alas, no such luck! Instead, the old gentleman is 
still tottering about in the aimless world, though with so little energy 
after an exhausting Massachusetts trip that all correspondence is hope- 
lessly piled up. e 
My aunt received your mother’s reply to her letter, and was duly de- 
lighted. I believe she plans to respond at no distant date. Hope was ex- 
pressed in this correspondence that a certain little boy might stop off on 
his way to Maine to see his aged Grandpa, and I fervently trust that 
hope was not totally without foundation. Truly, Sonny, Providence is 
such a dead town that you can't find any trouble sleeping. pen 
sleeps all day from the Aratex north, and at night there's no noise “ z 
the roosters begin to crow. You can even hear the grass growing 
twixt the cobblestones (laid aey oO. 
the past—calm, Colonial, benevo fic 
te pieaact boys to sleep before they know it. 
And you should see our Li | 5 
ne es # * & # 


f Main Street. And there are ghosts a 
lent, soporific ghosts—that oe - 


ttle Italy on Federal Hill! mie a ae 
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ERS ram 

LETTER d by tram- 

pEctBP ore boresome talk, I proceeds nae n 
after m' ime the Lee Mansio 


RBLEHEAD. This t 
o eternally ™* Pe to fainting at its sheer BRITANNICK 
ca. 


i i but sumpu- 

3 i ‘ncial workmanship here, 
sei ory cit ee and wainscotting, made by the 
pce ame ENGLAND, and wrought in solid mahogany. 
ulate Sonny! The luxuriously perfect artistry of wa 
ce i ie the spectator virtually breathless - 


4 leaves 
of this ee ae KING! The old couple who serve as 
GOD 


; i ders, and exceeding well-inform’d. 
carte Ee meee Benito from them, that I had not seen 
oops Sa aE part of M head at all; this part being situate on 
ie ve ia id Abbott Hall and the harbour. 
ip is poetry. I walk’d, insensible of fatigue, pee 

ims of the half-forgotten past, and only afterward realize 
cee ta verdid. Up—up—up—the narrow unpav’'d hilly street to 
ee futions of antediluvian byways, courts, and alleys, 


ctags—alleys that are archaic staircases of unhewnstone—Mehercule! 
I cannot fell it, but have to sing it! I saw the home of Gen’! Clover, 
the rebel who mann’d the boats that carry’d the Yankees from the is- 
land to the mainland in their retreat from the Battel of Rhode-Island, 
Aug. 29, 1778;—aye, that and the Three Cods Tavern, which has 
embedded in it a cannon-ball fired in 1775 from His Majesty's frigate 
Lively that lay in M’head harbour. It was a delirium of Colonial antiq- 


uity, and when the dusk crept out of the sea and the tender silver 
thread of a young 


moon quiver'd shyly over the century’d chi 
: imneys of 
es I look’d at the little windows as they lighted up one bi ois 
Fe er Panell’d walls and mantels with curious antient clocks 
i ee 
inaieiage cks—and was it in a dream that I saw an old man with 


bviliot sade rss tie-wig? And St. Michael’s churchyard, where at 
: adows lurk amonst the dense willows of the far cor- 


and where his hideous ond the witch man liy'g 
d : , 
bora the ea Nee daughter, the witch Moll Pitcher was 
Se EA After the ma ick of th 
broke away; but I did : 2 Ler » T know 


. Old streets 
and gables and chimney-pots, and the endless maze of fanlighted Colo- 


I paus'd to 
forefeet, He 


Yr. obt. Grandpa 


136. TO JAMES F, MORTON 


June 24, 1923 
Augustissime:-— ag Bi 

Say—I wish that stamp request had come a day earlier! I threw away 
a twelve-center just too soon——but that’s life! That old collection of 
mine hasn’t been mine since 1916, when I gave it to my cousin Phillips 
Gamwell. He died on the last day of that same yeat—from other 
causes—and the collection is now stored among his mother's things in 
some obscure place—either in Providence or Cambridge. She pe 
his effects so much, that I’m damned if I know whether it wou we f 
good taste to ask for the things back again——one must be Hs i 
even if cynical and unsentimental——so I couldn Ae! a . 
future of these vaticolour'd scraps of paper. But if I do tj b 
: indfall! My cousin was a great kid—a Belknap 
em—look for a win y cous Nee eee 
Alfredus rolled into one. They remind me o 
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e myself training him when he was three 


ndso : But I don’t 
Jiest gt lists iad ing is so common. 
mri was eleven 4, how I miss it! Heati 4 Ran nothing does, 
a fness? GaW% adays, so it doesn t ma er eee 
many P sit I tall always remember—As 4 pr ? 
see tter. 1S 
t ma! eaf—— 
if Eos 1 have been ¢ Tibaldvs 
—" 


7. TO MAURICE W- ae 


1} Our Customary Habitation— 


10 July, 1923 


id. Sit:— ' 

es You must see Marblehead for yourself! The section which 

ete. to me last month was really the best of all—between 
ng hideous Victoria bulk of Abbott Hall and the harbour. It com- 
prised the principal hill, with its incredible network of streets without 
sidewalks, and its ancient houses set at all possible angles on moss- 
grown rock foundations and weird terraces. Marblehead is a garland of 
unending delights—one could live there rapturously for ever, discover- 
ing new wonders each day . . . little corners where graceful vines 
creep, curious bits of sunken garden where vivid flowers bloom and 
where exotic stone images lurk amidst the grass, marvellous doorways 


carved two hundred years ago by beauty-loving sailors and having 


fough stone steps flanked by conch-shells brought from the far Hesper- 
ides... the past . . . the past, : 


Neos : Verily, here alone survives the maritime 
ae = ay of yesterday, with the glamour of ships and the salt 
teks ee ey voyages. On this occasion I stayed in Mar- 
aa ine-thirty P. m., when candles shone thro’ small-pan’d 

> tevealing old-world panelled interiors and ancient fireplaces 


and Mantels, Then af G 
wid went direct] : 
afer a trip | hardly remember . y home, reaching 598 at two a, m., 


Was it of uliace dene ie a trip I hardly femember, so full 


chimneys ; es of na 
"Vs in old and glamorous seaports Pov aameband mbes and 


Yr. expectant and obt. Servt. 
LO. 
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ment. 


a 5 Be ne see bbs rH regarding the Merit of the Female Mind. In 
; not only not more imaginative than that ; 

vastly less SO; so that I can scarce think of any really pele Bs 
tical Vision, which is not of Masculine eee 


i Origin. Femal ‘ 
much given to affected Baby Lisping, gin. Females are in Truth 


ach but there is nothing of trul 
childlike Oneiroscopy in it. T hey are by Nature literal, paale and 


commonplace, given to dull realistick Details and practical Things, and 
incapable alike of vigorous artistick Creation and genuine, first-hand 
appreciation. ’Tis foolish to draw generalities from the few Exceptions 
which by Reason of the singularity attract Notice, or from the State of 
the Publick in America, where a vilely democratical Society chains 
down the Men to commercial Pursuits, leaving the mediocre Female 
Train to achieve literary Distinction merely by Default, or for Want 
of Competition. When, in the near Course of the Revolutions of Socie- 
ty, American females shall themselves be given over to Business, and 
depriv’d of their present deceptive advantage, you will perceive bey 
inferior the mass of them are, in aesthetick Matters, to the Male part 0 
ary 3s . I was at the assemblage of the Hub Club in no 

he three Weeks gone. I went down July 3d in an Evening Coa 
Hoes : ver against the new brick Schoo 
that started from Mr. Olney’s tavern, © gainst t awe, 

i ; d arriv’d at the new British Coffee , 

House in Gaol-Lane, an 


4 
a 


239 


© the Seat of the Assemblage, 
+ Coach, I found a numerous 
and resolv’d to be en- 


7 seven O 
poston, 5 i House, jn 


J Dmeiy afforded by a Singer, an uncon 
ons of ie neat ae Rhymer, and a Fellow who pro- 
asi f ee the Contour of the Face and Bigness of the 
ee low was the most admir’d ers a 
ae eby he made Persons of the mos 
is Skill #2 Hea ine In Truth, so considerable 
oppos’d aaa PaRiesstids that a Quality which in one Case was 
wisi the EO a by Reason of its Absence; was in another Case ex- 
reckon’d @ ae by Reason of its Presence. When this worthie Man 
toll'd 8s ‘ted his Examination of me, and pronounc’d his Panegyrick, 
ted a little chagrin’d; that, being endow'd by Nature with such 
prodigious Abilities and Intellectuals, I had made so poor an Employ- 
ment of them. The concluding event of the evening was a Vendue of 
trifling articles, conducted by N. Morton, Esq., Brother to our Compan- 
jon James Ferdinand. So persuasive was the Language of the Auction- 
eer, that I was stript of five shillings with but little in return; whilst 
others far’d no better. That Night (as well as the other Nights of my 
stay) I stopt at Mr. Parker's Dwelling. 
On the following Day the Delegates din’d at a Coffee-House in 
Belknap Street, at the Sign of the Brick Oven; a place which I lik’d 
monstrous well because of its perfect Similitude to Will's, in Rupell 


Street, Covent-Garden, where Mr. Addi : 
susaletgeart r. Addison and I have so many Times 


1750 in a 


ra: ae? 
ara 
2 lly. This latter Fel 


; Scenes 
Ship Michael ip 


am'd Christopher. 
etook itself to the 


United 

Coloni SELEC 

Dus were a Tavern, near the Wharves TED LETTER, 

larly entertainin, co mess and amiable Con whete the Hour 

E aining to watch the ONVErsation I Unti] 
Sq:) to shine as a C awkward Att 


en drest 
the Maypole Brathibas Bavthalsenels up for all the World like 


» some little illum; 
cat on the Lake, and some attempted Singing by Th _ itumisatd 
ownsfolk, in a Fashion so raucous that it wou'd have an sembled 
Breach of the publick Peace but for the am imputed a 


honest Face. When they sang God Save the King to the as ae 


mt ca lop et Monon oh in 
: : ; he remaining seated because of a Prejudice 
against meaningless and formal Posturings. The Manner of singing 
was such, that I fear the Mortons’ grandfather found his coffin too 
tight; and it was with no little Amusement, that I glanc’d up at the 
classick Steeple of the Park Street Church, (put up in 1810 by Saml Mc- 
Intire of Salem) where the Words were first sung a generation ago. As 
for me, I sang those Words proper to a loyal Subject of His Majesty, 
and made a special effort to be heard, when I came to the Lines saying 
“confound their Politicks, frustrate their knavish Tricks”. And when 
the Singing turn’d upon Mr. Key's mediocre Star-Splangled Banner, I 
very naturally sang the correct Words, To Anacreon in H eav'n, which I 


so frequently inton’d 150 years ago in London, when a Member of the 
y Arcadian, 


Anacreontick Society. Altogether, the event was singularl 
and peerless in its innocuous Insipidity. Cl 
less Revels, the pyrotechnical Display imparte 


Scene; and I may truly declare, that I enjo 


comparing the vivid Illuminations and frightful E 


vast Catastrophes, W. 


osely following these harm- 
d a saving Vivacity to the 
y'd the Spectacle exceedingly, 
xplosions to those 


hich must often afflict the several Orbs of outer 
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pTTERS Solar System. This 
psc ‘i y some Day Geen ee A Faso and 
Ii the a ef: 2 5 
P are o oncladet ond themselves well satisfy'd by the two 
lima ne Pastict Lied 
° a a f 
pot FL of Diversion vent of this Day was the Loss 0 
days ea more eset us'd since 1906, a Loss occasion d by 
fai us bage Time this Season, the Cleveland and New- 
th ¢ the 


- o off my Gold Brocade Waistcoat. Having plac’d 
2 . Coat, : 
re the insiat Sai: it behold it more. This Epistle is writ 


Pen 1P hall nev! , 
vnknowind 2 te in ge me in a Burst of fraternal Commisera- 


with 4 S¢ aid Friend Maurice Winter Moe, Gent. 
. my 
tion by eh las 


ut of Doors on the following Sunday, when the Advent 
‘dence of Mrs. Greene interrupted my customary Lethargy. On 
to Provs en 1 took both the Visitor and my elder Daughter Mrs. 
this oa half the Route I had travers’d on the Tuesday before, 
Bore lated in professing themselves well-pleas’d with the Scenes 
oa they behld. The next Day I shew'd Mrs. Greene several antient 
patts of Providence; both on the Hill, where the main Settlement be- 
fore 1750 existed, and on the West Side, where Houses were built 
after 1750, upon the filling in of the Salt Marshes then covering the 
Business District. I am becoming increasingly absorb’d in the Antiqui- 
ties of Providence, and design at some Time to prepare a descriptive 
Essay, shewing the Town as it was at various Periods betwixt its 
eae ie wae oa the Debasement of Architecture 200 years later. 
“oe ee ae already collected in the Form of Notes, of 
Rec er at present litter my Desk. On Tuesday I 

ible Hour of five, to accompany Mrs. Greene on an 
& Watering-Place of Narragansett-Pier, 
hich on Account of its Fame I was not 
merly been thro’ it only in great Haste, 


fifteen years ago. The Trip to this modern Rival 


Cover'd a week prey; much of the Country I h 
Appona Previously; and I observ'd wij ty ad 
ae and the House-d with Pleasure 


chang’d to another Coach, which con- 
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at in, there 
quit it on a noo so that I was. are no 
n Coach. When thi Was not griey’ 
. 1S Vehicle reach ‘ § 1ev'd to 
t Kingston 
>» we 


chang’d to the 
Pee pn See, Mrs. Greene went directly to B 
or i ee er adieu; quitting the Stage in Tim oes i 
eine atts Bay: at the Play-House, where we ae Wes 
dess. After this I visited oe reeks oa ee Gren Go 
“ Ss, purtchas’d a : 
: Bee pee and finally return’d to ee ai te 
pipe of Co onial Dream and Roman Reflection, wh ie 
y the circumambient Fates might determine ae 


Beauties of Scenery; 


Be Grandpa’s nice Boy! 
HP ' 


139. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH 
598 Angell St. 


July 30, 1923 


though, was always my goal. I have always had a deep & persistent 
notion that life doesn’t amount to very much, & that it would have 
been better if one had never been born. I have doubted whether any- 
thing in existence be worth the sacrifice of simple placidity & freedom 
from strong emotion, & have thus vegetated along very quietly, mote 
of an epicurean in the strict historical sense than a hedonist of the Cyte- 
naic kind—which most moderns seem to be. And I still think my 
phlegmatic way & detached, cosmic attitude have gained me more than 
they have lost me. Doubtless my position 
don’t let that worry me. I can summon up ¢ 


amuse my idle hours—* it’s all the better if they don’t harrow me UP 


Fan ‘Nd dangerously chall 
Y a livin y enge Marblehead f, 
ankee sis, oe the 


243 


my nervous nightmares—which were most 


ts old. But I digress. 
rest in The Other Gods. 


u find something of inte. 
in my most Dunsanian mood. Truly, Dunsany 
influenced me more than anyone else except Poe—his rich lan- 
hes ic point of view, his remote dream-world, & his exquis- 
ite sense of the fantastic, all appeal to me more than anything else in 
modern literature. My first encounter with him—in the autumn of 
immense impetus to my writing; perhaps the greatest it 


used to do in 


matked when I was six yea 


—HPL 


140, TO JAMES F. MORTON 
6A 
O More Than Mightiest :— ugust, 1923 


‘ tees A gentleman shouldn’t write all his images down for a ple- 
eian rabble to stare at. If he writes at all, it shou’d be in private lette: 
to other gentleman of sensitiveness and discrimination ie 


Thine obt. Servt. 


Oeohadrdae 
Theobaldus 
141. TO MAURICE W. MOE 
Old 598 
Mocrat ‘ 
; Moa Aug. 19, 1923 
uesday I mad , 
ietiecie ade the Portsmouth trip according to schedule, and 
, and what 


: ampeenship ! 
569 inhabitants—almost ee ola 


ndustry over a century old, and an 
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atray of buildi ; 
ie ens ui dings practically the same as in the decad 
Aah am—a vision—the experience of a lifetime! © 1800-18101 f 
idn't someone shoot me while I was h ©" Man, man! Wh 
sphere of Georgi , appy—there amidst y 
tgian days! I can’t describe the tri the atmo. 
enclose a folder (f . *P except Iyricall 
er (for you to keep) sh Y—but | 
fully follow'd P) showing the route I ful] 3 
y tollow'd. What a town! Vistas of endless ancient Y and faith. 
and chimneys, with not a modern feature in sight! Lab ae steeples, 
streets and Janes lined with Colonial doorways and sre of quiet 
walk or paving—-streets redolent of an elder world, and ai i ee 4 
their old-Yankee air even to their inhabitants. How can J put pe 
magick of those streets . . . I grope for words and Pa = 
white houses with green blinds and small-paned winds = ‘is i q 
flagstones and jagged doorsteps; glimpses of old gardens inate 
lyhocks; glints of the sea down long narrow lanes where grasses = 
around the iron-railed steps that lead to high colonial doorways 
it’s the whale’s pocket-flask, kid! And I went across on the ferry (to 1 
abandoned this week when the $2,000,000 bridge is opened) into Kit- 
tery, Maine, (my first contact with Maine soil—I bought some ice-cream 
for twelve cents at a village shop, to say I had eaten in Maine) obtain- 


ing on the way some glimpses of the ancient Portsmouth waterfront 
great old days of the Colonial sea- 


which recalled with eery fidelity the 

trade. Where can one find another such waterfront? I show'd you the 
old Providence warehouses (1816) and adjacent things, but that ise 
cheaply modern compared with the harbour of Portsmouth, where — 
warehouses of 1750-1800 rub elbows with still older gambrel-roofed : 
dwellings, and crown 4 moss-grown bank wall rising partly from the 
water and partly from still grassy banks. O happy town! Oe | 
freedom from smoky factories! No need for me to use MY imagination § 
in describing a prosperous eighteenth century seaport—I have | 


one!... : 
I am, Sir for cosmick aeternity, ( 

Yr. most oblig’d eh obt, Servt 

1Ocel 
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MOE 
Usual Sepulchre 


142. 70 MAURICE W. 
4th September 1923 


Mocrates, my Son:— 
And did I tell you all about the Moffat-Ladd house in Market St. ? 


. 763—with a mantel carved by Grinling Gibbons himself. I found there 
the finest woodwork interior I ever beheld, save possibly in the Lee 
Mansion. It was a dream—a visual orgie. There are pictorial panels be- 
ond descriptions, and carvings that transport the fancy. And the grand 
staircase! It is an ecstasy... 4 sonnet! The arched window on the 
landing is one of the most beautiful things ever glimpsed by human 
eyes, though perhaps not superior to similar colossal windows in the 
Lee Mansion and the Gardener-Wentworth house. 

But the garden behind the house! May the mantle of Aristaenetus 
descend upon me, that I may draw in moving numbers a terraced para- 
dise more lovely than ever the graden of Phyllion was. Mehercule! Not 
L, Licinius Lucullus himself could dream such a garden! It is of the 
ee century, and of that alone! It is a lyric of sensuous colour 
and plastic form, moulded and tinted with a thousand subtleties of 
grace and feeling, and vivid with an atmosphere in which line, h 
odour, and sound are blent to a potent and opiate climax that = 
pands the soul and annihilates time and reali i ee 
lage tibia pimac reality. It is deep—a whole 
aes in epth—and in width it takes nearly a block as well 
fae may stray in perfumed dream for long summer h —_ 
ng in the shade of vast arbour i 2 pe 
ofsverdible ere s, ascending and descending gentle steps 
around the bir. tet cece e aérial minstrels as they carol and chatter 
and flower-beds. or miki eee obscurely hedged inner lawn with settees 
thi getai ts 2 king the sun’s progress on the antique dial amid 

ot of passionate bloom a . 
purple and pak si ea s—rose and white, violet and blue, 
bols—tilac and Tily, lavend green—and of dionysiac scents and sym- 
Tuit, scarlet berries, vendat and valerian, polychrome and swelli 
linens S, and in the distance the di ; pe 
ine fount in whose pool ; e diamond music of an h 
Sit here thr Pool an universe of etals dri ae 

ough eternities of visioni oie ge ee 
ing, here on an ancient circular 


247 


246 
RS 
bench ben SELR gp LETT 
€ath CTED LECT 
ust sun, wh, 4 8narled and venerable apple-tr LETTER, $8 
Me > Wnen all the world of et Ce under a gi 
ak Only in the most delicate deat a lovely elder world oot 
17 Bold to vermeil, and from deepen Tae £OM White ty ot NK BELKNAP LONG Old 598 
and ineffable sh d Pening ruddiness to th, Rold 70 FRA eae 
happiness in truth eer Bemmed night... Hye;y 16 Ppl 143 Sept. 4, 
om Ben Lae rs ne happiness in which the ee Wete 
into the highest exaltations of the spirit 2-3 yuo Mete Sonny! E : by boat on the 
eee ae mystery of dim worlds and cenhusie et by infinite ara .e Wintet Moe, Esq:, Heh in Eros SF ae Re 
oF Fegana’s gods. When it is twilicht ; € One wi Maurice , 1923. Going ‘ 
are heard in that garden te ‘apt fe Beavis in the Worlds, nS early morning of oie Been brought me to meet him at ten 4. uh 
who is weary of Sardathrion’s dia 2 1oNAXOoD sus x C. A, he sent me ie eats Sf that occasion—the first person 
would gaze softly and gently on that lorena a Onyx lions, ang Imagine the (ies ‘3 fs Fira ee gents fought by mail 1 the 
dreams. It was very beautiful in that garden. © hath created in his meeting, of t ee veeting Gachinn conmivable! Our recognition was 


most amiable an 


saa Sying light Imade another and final c and despite our different theological views we 


i istori ircui instantaneous, ; 

tical, that prehistoric town; beholding the ancient mandi eS oe aap pe extremely agreeable. Small Alfredus is a naughty boy 
ae eit Bibles and reddened thei foofs, lit witch-fires in theiee : nee mde to Ol’ Mocrates, for the Milwaukee sage possesses that 
old windows, and drew their grotesque chimneys in black, facmsacaet warmth of heart and natural good feeling which form, in a cosmos de- 


lines against the west. And besides the mansions T looked at the little 
lowly streets with flagstones and cottage doorways, peopled now with 
those Georgian shades that loom out of the dusk when it is quivering, 
violet, and ambiguous. When I was at the hoary Point of Graves on the 
harbour-front, watching the shadows dance sarabands amongst the low 
slate slabs, I saw a tenuous thread of lucent selmite tremble above the 
far-off Christian Shore, and melt even as I glimpsed it, into the deep, 
shimmering western mists that still echoed with light. Evening had 
come, and through silent, unillumined Colonial streets I made my way 
to the station, glancing now and then at the arabesques of the oe 
brous steeples and Gothic vanes and singular chimney-pots 8s sf 
stood limned before the inscrutable and immemorial a _ ri : : 
languorous stars that saw Portsmouth born, and that ” Hi 


will see Portsmouth die. ... 


void of absolute values or fixt purpose, the highest and most considera- 
ble things we may justly reckon as values. I am ever partial to the man 
of kindness and virtue, and such I found honest Mocrates to be. Wou’d 
that my Alfredus-child were less deterr’d by those little narrownesses 
which are, after all, but trivial excrescences upon a character both 
noble and amiable in its essence. . . . 

Going to Boston on the six o'clock coach, we were met at the South 
Tavern by Bimbo Sandusky, Edw: Cole, Gent., and his wife, Mrs. Moe, 
her sister, and those two sprightly and incomparable little Belnapii, 


I beg leave to subscribe myself, si, : 
Yr. most hble., most es Serv, 


ay 


248 


SELECTED LETTERs 
ble compression, all nine persons of the augmented par 
the Northrup coach to be driven to the Myers home 
where Moe, the Coles, Sandusky, and I were to dine. 
Robert upon my lap, and was vastly diverted with the liy 
humour. Safety reaching our goal in Clinton Street, we 
the Mocratick relatives, who were staying at J. Copley’s 
(where I heard my Ld. Dunsany speak four years ago) a 
house; where besides the family we found Mrs. Minite 
The feast pass’d without any notable incident, and about eleven we re. 
pair’d to the Parker-Miniter estate, in Malden, for the night. I gave 
Moe the only available spare room, because of his extreme fatigue; my. 
self sleeping upon a sort of gambrel-roof’d couch in the parlour, whi 
in its day hath had the honour of sustaining the august bulk of no less 
a worthy than our side-partner James Ferdinand Morton, Jun. 

Penta kies Going now on foot to the South Tavern, I reluctantly 
put Mocrates on the New-York coach, and bade him look long at 
Providence and her antique steeples when he pass’d through. I hated 
monstrously to see him go, for he is a person of the most companiona- 
ble amiability, even if he does write down all his expenditures in a lit. 
tle green note book for his wife to see. After bidding the good sage 
farewell, I return’d to Malden to spend the night before my solitary trip 
to the antient city of Portsmouth, capital (before the treason of 1775- 
83) of His Majesty’s Province of New-Hampshire. This time I had the 
spare room—and a coal-black cat came in and slept across my feet . . . 
nice ol’ Snowball, he knows his Grandpa likes kitties! It had been a 
great four days, and I was darned glad to have seen Ol’ Mocrates. He 
declared it the best four days he had ever spent in his life! ; 

es Be Tho’ the journey consum’d all of two hours, I arriv'‘d at 
Portsmouth at noon, by reason of the different time kept in the New- 
Hampshire province. And to what a realm of antient charm and won- 
der had I come! ’Zounds, child! But in spite of old Marblehead I ay 
felt merg’d for the first time in the living whirl of the real eign 
century. For Portsmouth in the one city which hath kept its cea 
and people as well as its houses and streets. There are scarce any ! 


ef climb’q into 
in Cambridge 
I held youns 
ely Play of his 
bade adieu to 
Plaza Tavern, 
nd enter’d the 
t already arriy’ d. 


itants but the old families, and scarce any industries but the old ship- 
building and the navy yard which hath been 
place is the metropolis of its region, and has a populati 
(census 1920) all of the earliest New-Hampshire stock. 


there since 1800. The 
‘on of 13,559 
As I left the 
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LETT ERS ! 4 
elf in a slum district of antient Colonial houses. 

nd ey a nary was in sight, save the coach-tavern and its 
Ree ta road was an archaick graveyard with slate 
oes hilly street lin’d with colonial doorways, I 
slabs. Parade, where on every hand rose the brick, 
finally rea d facades of Georgian shops, churches, and publick 
stone and woo the business centre of Newburyport. 


buildings. It we" ding di 
Yet Sa a sue ENGLISH faces) and brisk vehicles. The city was 
crowas 


i jesty’ Honourable 

. i it was when His Majesty’s Governor, the 
as pene aT cy Esquire (from whom both Mrs. Miniter and sede 
Bere are lineally descended), sate in the Colony House or doz’d 
ae re the fire at his mansion near Little Harbour, of 


enin befo : . . . > 
ies “ie ie Prof. Longfellow writ, in his poem intitul’d Lady 


sELECTEP 


Ventworth ...+- i 
ee walkt on to the new bridge, (which was not to be open’d till 


five days later, during the tercentenary pageant) thence proceeding 
thro’ a maze of hilly, almost prehistorick streets with brick ship-chan- 
dlers’ shops, swinging signs, and huge cobblestones, to the doom’d ferry 
to Kittery, MAINE, which the bridge wou’d in less than a week banish 
for ever. Embarking and sailing past Badger Island toward the state 
wherein, despite the contemporary presence of my small Roman Consul 
gtandchild, I had never before set foot, I gaz’d back at the Portsmouth 
waterfront and skyline, and gasp’d in wonder and admiration. ‘Herey 
indeed, the Colonial age still liv’d untainted; for beneath a silhouette 
of antient roofs and spires stretch’d a line of venerable wharves utterly 
immune from change of progress—wharves, and mostly bits of sea-wall 
ois aoe by gambrel-roof'd Georgian warehouses and resting on 
Are half’ coos ae gtassy bank. To such waterfronts, a century 
cathe He e = A € great India barques of the Providence mer- 
Portetocin Ae eee and the Boston magnates—but in 
I now eee, a S ectable sight survives. sas 
and entering Maes = ps section, turning toward the waterfront 
the only Pavement in ie ae ey pareusucer because it had 
Moffat-Whipplelada ; € town. Here on a tertace stands the lordly 
sion in New et . ouse, built in 1763 and the oldest Square man- 
yes ares an ire. Entering, I found the finest woodwork interior 
2 Possibly in the Lee Mansion at Marblehead. It was 


catvings (one by Grinlin Gibb i 
And the stairca ara 


to similar colossal w; i 
the Lee Mansion and the Gardner-Wentworth house. ere! 


* * * & & 


Heigho, but the world is a weary pl ! i 
fantastick things—and your Meche ae hi ae sce 
: = »' ig the few 
gteat achievements of the living generation—and some of th 
Haldeman-Julius booklets I lately added ... . De Gourmont’s Niebe 
the Luxembourg, Schopenhauer’s Art of Controversy, your friend John 
Cowper Powys’ Hundred Best Books, and such—aimless reading, because 
all life is aimless—listless reading, because I ama listless, weary old Gen- 
tleman who doth not enjoy reading nearly as much as looking at old 
houses, dreaming in old gardens, and drowsing before old hearth-fires, 
And I have writ two hideous talep—The Unnamable and The Rats in 
the Walls, the latter being the longest story ever to proceed from my 
pen. I shall never shew them to anybody because I will not type them 
and do not wish to hear the adverse criticism I am sure little Alfie will 
give them. The amusement of such things is purely in the writing, and I 
have many more in mind for the near future, including the plots we 
“discust last fall. 
he. Yr. obt. 
Grandpa 


144. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 
Septr. 21, 1923 


Hello, Sonny! 2 : 
Wednesday occurred the grand sdestrian attempt—the assult on Dut- 


fee Hill—which failed only because of the time shortage, occasioned by 


ch, and 
jus’ ki the 7:00 N. Y. Boat. We took a lun h, 
ER oe : chet, the nearest Providence- 


boarded the 10:55 a. m. cat for Chepa 
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BLEC to our objective; speeding through some of a 
co nected village chet itself, which we reache 


; . i 
ide conceivable. Chepach¢ 
hour, is a veritable bucolic poem—a study in ancient 


ith its deep, grass-bordered gorge, 

Jlage atmosphere, with its deep, 2 
New Bog saise and its picturesque, centuried houses. I would 
Hs ay but time was precious. Instead, we 


2 ee more of it, ‘ . 
ai een along the Putnam Pike, through a region 4s ae 
trampe 


and desolate as anything in rural eS noe ay Sree ile 
ner farmhouse of some appealing panorama of "OW, 
ee by Mortonius’ map, we turned south along a by-road some 
Guided re from Chepachet, striking a hilly, wooded section, and finally 
ae to a junction for which the chart had not prepared us. Here 
Mortonius chose a central path which my geographical instinct led me 
to demur at—and sure enough, it landed us in a brambly forest beside a 
pond, far from all access to Durfee Hill, and too late to permit of a 
second hillward effort! Baffled, we ate our lunch upon the shore and re- 
traced our weaty steps. In an effort after variety, we decided to go not 
to Chepachet, but to the larger village of Pascoag, two miles farther off, 
which would let us make suitable rail connexions for the N. Y. boat. 
This decision we did not regret, for the road proved to be a narrow, 
hilly affair typical of pre-automobile New-England, and leading past 
fragmentary vineyards and beautiful bits of lake and hill. Finally we saw 
the slender spires of Pascoag in the distance—the spires of ancient Pas- 
coag all golden in the late afternoon, and rising like the minarets of a 
faery village. Pascoag lies by the side of a lake in a lovely valley, and we 
walked down to it past many a Colonial farmhouse and village cot. 
ae is snnglcalaaik is the early, half-forgotten, beautiful simple 
tica that Poe an i i andi 

streets and Colonial he ee ee Ries eee 
their doorways, We procured some ice- : ae 
four-forty-five'train tor Be a € Ice-cream at a tavern, and took the 
idyllic regions, with cate eee route led through some 
Plain, and steepled hamlet; oes Se ee ae i 
smoky suburbs thet se . a at bus truly regretted our arrival at the 
ot the wharves, windin ay is See cee Tatooine at 
colonial skyli ng through a colourful waterfront section whose 
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to oe fancy, and I would fain hav 3 eee 
clang’d, and brought to an end Hea, ee 
seeciar end a visit in every respect plea 
Returning home, I retired at ten-thi 
Eezieuously. The activity of he week Wid tage ee 
iS Sie of, tho’ I anticipate no permanent dl fe Onan : 
tad pny must have walkt full ten miles in a blazing sun pe 
does distur my placidiy isthe monstous cold which tah foe ae 
ys been plaguing my nose and throat. "Tis truly a most d oe 
sance, and must be held partly accountable for any ne ai a 
this the second part of my epistle. a 


le bell Soon 
sutable and 


Well—be a nice boy and don’t overdo! 
—Grandpa. 


145. TO JAMES F. MORTON 
South of Pascoag 


23d Septr., 1923 
Illustrissime! +o ae 


_. . You thought all that pedestrianism h: 
am alive and everything, and with my usua 
on my coarse features! After getting home Wed 
without a break, and after six hours of subsequen 
11 more; then came more consciousness and a sleep of 13 


which was more consciousness, which still persists into 
f it weren't for this damae 


ad killed me off, yet here J 
1 smile of cynical placidity 
nesday I slept 21 houts 
t consciousness 1 slept 
hours, aftet 


d cold, which 
4 ter at 


Am I rested? Well, I would be i age 
keeps me wheezing like a one-lunged Ford. But that is ge aa ery 
£ sunshine and happiness and : ie 


expressed regret 
up the other but saw 2 gree 


pleasure that she had bette y ironick injusti’ 
is € 


vours of fate 
There’s a Harding stamp 


have come in lately. 


However, I've 2 


Sunday morning: 


2 
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ose they get 0 nless they’re for- 


gELEC 
to turn in th : 
ei least a few for you. I like these stamps—such a relief 


n any envelopes, so U 
| I'll have at 

that vulgar ted, and those eternal drowsy features of poor Genl. 
Washington. Harding was 4 handsome bimbo—I’m sure sorty he had the 
good luck to get clear of this beastly planet. 

Sept. 23-24. 

Oho! Another sleep—this one twe. 
sure do hate each other! But I guess 


Ive hours long! Consciousness and I 
I’ve slept off the worst of my cold. 


Theobaldus Ambulaus, 
grand Titan, K.K.K. 


146. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 
Old 598 
H'lo, Sonny! 7 October "23 


it is as sure death as potas cyanid 
ee SIC de BECAUSE TE Tables Mee 
» because it jambles the mind up 
OtaSSIC GUE? mind up 


chaos th . he, 
at it doesn’t leave any” 

——— eave an at eons 

stic patterns with: y freshness or wonder or material to make 


i hy literature today is practically 
tight, Sonny, to write this modern 


dent Feed the 
re 4s they'll 
own Setiou 
through 


cy it’s art—except occasionally by acci- 
ut forget ab I the rest with as much 
ere & about that stuff when you si 
we your dre tystallise the be you sit 
. . ams, auty that fi a 
Jus; yo ; ell, Sonny if Oats deli- 
U 20 oy eet you like to s 
8eneral store an 
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ee Sterling, Grandpa’ll have to be careful what h, a 
she ae for the latter seems to have the repeating hub this 
egree. If Starrett i , 0.8.¥e 
Grandpa Theobald with Hye ees sta so after thei- 
Spare ears = bothering to swat small skecter), tae 
a ae aah ales aloud to the new Providence amateur Eddy 4. 
‘ shed The Unnamable he and his wife sat still f ce 
minutes without making a comment—they said i i for about two 
y said it horrified their } 
aes Ss They like The Hound best of all my tales, Eddy has al 
a ae me in exchange for my revising a horror-story, The Ghose 
As to these limited editions and so forth—I don’ , 
All I want of a book is to have it in good clear ar oe ae a 
clean, and free from misprints, What edition it is, or who owe 
the past, isn’t any concern of mine; although I do like it to be in i 
“long S”’ if possible. I don’t like the literary world and literary peo a 
They are little effeminate coxcombs, sir, with all manner of fcc 
and bad manners. I like a wholesome country-gentleman that is a gen- 
tleman, with the out-of-doors taste and love of our English countryside 
and antiquities that befit a red-blooded, true-born Briton conscious of 
his warlike and virtuous heritage. God Save the King! Now see what 
kind of a man you must grow up to be, Sonny! I had rather hunt foxes 
and study old cathedrals than read books, and when I do read it is only 
to bring old things back to me... .— Bae: 
re Rea One of my grandchildren has just come to New-York to at- 
tend Barnard College—the prodigy Dorothy Roberts of Ohio—and I 
believe you would really enjoy talking Cabell and Machen and Anatole 
France with her. She is wholly outside the Bacon class, and has in these 
last months come up to a truly remarkable intellectual and scholastic 
standard—trating just below the Alfredus-Belknap level and pethaps 
above even Edgar Davis. This child is a cynic and pessimist; disillu- 
sioned, ecstatically fond of your beloved Gallia, and given to the deca 
dents in prose and verse. She writes excellent poetry, 
reticence forbids me to show either that or her epistl 
long ago have inducted her into the Alfredus-Belknap 


es, else I should 
clique. All I a8 
r the old 


show, without violating the ethicks of an English pete oi if 
jure 


school, is a list of her recent reading—if I can find it—but fr is , 
can judge how brilliant an infant she is despite her unfortunat ca 
to belong to the superior gender. . . . oe eet 


but with a curious — 


ish old-time Englis 
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a Cook, he hath just lent me two books, one of which is 
speakin’ of rast production, The Lair of the White Worm. The plot 
Bram Seer 1, but the development is so childish that I cannot im- 
lossa be ever got into print—unless on the reputation of 
fet able and unmotivated narration, the puerile and 
. risation, the irrational propensity of everyone to do the 
stagey oni sesible thing at precisely the wrong moment and for no 
Cae i Ad the involved development of a personality afterward 
cause ae utter insignificance—all this proves to me either that Dra- 
cin 5. Miniter saw Dracula in manuscript about thirty years ago. It 
up ‘ oaibly slovenly. She considered the job of revision, but charged 
was oie for Stoker.) and The Jewel of Seven Stars were touched up 
chevork fashion by a superior hand which arranged al/ the details, of 
that by the end of his life (he died in 1912, the yeat after the Lair was 
issued) he trickled out in a pitiful and inept senility. But the book is a 
painful thing! The other volume Cook lent is a very different—oh, 
how different!—proposition, since it contains what both Cook and I 
solemnly declare to be a peerless masterpiece—the finest horror-story of 
the generation, and by a living and almost wholly unknown author. 
The book is a collection of weird tales by M. P. Shiel, and is 
called—after the opening story—The Pale Ape. Some of the things are 
mediocre, though all are smooth. One is diabolically clever, though 
hardly weird. Three or four ate superfine—Huguenin’s Wife, The 
Bride, The Great King, and The House of Sounds. Yes—this last is 
the masterpiece! How can I describe its poison-grey “insidious mad- 
ce ? a4 say that it is very like The Fall of the House of Usher, ot 
fees ree my own Alchemist, (1908) I shall not even 
‘naa eset e utterly unique delirium of arctic wastes, titan seas, 
tai a te ai ace centuried malignity, frenzied waves and cataracts, 
UND = oe insistent, brain-petrifying, Pan-accursed cosmic 
noe fe e . ! but after that story I shall never try to write 
aes eon own, Shiel has done so much better than my best, that I 
a reuns and inarticulate. And yet the man is virtually un- 
You tna! y ca—and almost so in his native Britain. 
ae I e no Puritan. I believe in nothing, and rel- 
than al 1gish placidity merely because I deem it more beatiful 
pee a Swinish chaos and silly freaks of the moderns, I don’t hate 


7 cauty o: P z 
simply fail t ty or the decadents—they are very pretty ornaments—but 


sBLE 


© see why people should get excited over such things any 


Yr. obt. ancestop 
Theobaldus 


147. TO CLARK ASHTON SMITH 


598 Angell St. 
Octr. 

My dear Smith:— eae 
s Sse Galpin is a case. With the most brilliant, accurate, steel- 
cold intellect I have ever encountered, he is yet distinctly erratic & tem- 
peramental. Just now he has forgotten the fantastic & everything else 
except music & intensive scholarship. At the Univ. of Chicago he has 
proved a marvel, & after two weeks was raised from a scholarship toa 
full fellowship. You'll probably hear from the kid again when he te- 

covers from the intoxication of accumulating honours. .. . 


Yr most obt 
HPL 


148. TO JAMES F. MORTON carom 
28 October, 1923 


Reverend and Philatelic Sir:— 


i f the new 
Scarce less is my envy at perusing your account ©: 


t the abode of mY 


uincuncial lozenge of wits, which holds forth a 
small child Belknap. I shou’d in tru 


th relish a share in the deliberations 
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conversation fit 
; w-England offers no 
aa ae aie) I am indeed sensible 
i i i vinces 
the air of his native provin 
true-bOr ms Esq. found 
a0 ee pate a repugnant to the taste. There pee 
ive to Bs ; or ‘civilis'd discourse in the region, since 
oy ie site by His Majesty's forces, and the going away 
yow, : 0s 
n 0 


before, of the charity you shew in your opinion of 
” debt for the epistle you writ to Mr. Baird. 
rit me in a manner which elevates my 
. unbearable altitudes. He says, ‘my work makes a 
inherent vanity [0 his readers’, as attested by numerous letters from 
jar thee : : shou’d address my mail to his home in Evanston 
bee ae he may be certain of early perusing it. He solicits my 
Kes unbroken succession, designing to publish the following in his 
next three issues: The Picture in the House, The Hound, and Arthur 
Jermyn, Were it not for an awkward delay in monetary remittance, I 
shou'd account my self very well off; and assume forthwith the airs and 
impertinences of an acknowledg’d author. I have, I may remark, been 
able to secure Mr. Baird’s acceptance of two tales by my adopted son 
Eddy, which he had before rejected. Upon my correcting them, he pro- 
fest himself willing to print them in early issues; they being intitul’d 
respectively Ashes, and The Ghost-Eater. In exchange for my revisory 
service, Eddy types my own manuscripts in the approv'd double-spac’d 
form; this labour being particularly abhorrent to my sensibilities. 


But I must give over these m i 
y remarks, for I must take a 
the afternoon; when (tho’ ’ neue 


; tis devilish cold) I am pledg’d to visit m 
au a C East-Province, and help him with his newest fiction, ; 
Dead... it Study in hysterical necrophily, intitul'd The Lov'd 


Theobaldus 
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-H assificati Se 
pus’”—but in truth pee type—using the aasione a to the Nean 
rilla Many anthro Ss creature was Probably y word Eoanthro 

ee ected both n Nasa g0 

e ‘“d ” egroid and A 
they were exceeding! awn skulls, and to my mind it’s a Hoi te. 

Bly low, hairy negroes existing p sf bet that 

erhaps 400 


account of the intimatio 
thought. Indeed, I think 


mankind... . 


That bit of gibberish which immediately followed the atavistic Latin 
was not pithecanthropoid. The first actual ape-cry was the “ungl”. 
What the intermediate jargon is, is perfectly good Celtic—a bit of 
venomously vituperative phraseology which a certain small boy ought 
to know; because his grandpa, instead of consulting a professor to get 4 
Celtic phrase, found a ready-made one so apt that he lifted it bodily 
from The Sin-Eater, by Fiona McLeod, in the volume of Best Psychit 
Stories which Sonny himself generously sent! I thought you'd note that 
at once—but youth hath a crowded memory. Anyhow, the only objec 
tion to the phrase is that it’s Gaelic instead of Cymric as the south 
England locale demands. But as—with anthropology—details aon 
count. Nobody will ever stop to note the difference. 
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: ection of this piece 

pserve the professions) is ent it at the insis- 

rt wil interest YOU 4 ra Munsey Co., to yee we contention of 
+. Esq. 0 i ote 

ee tel son Eddy. Yor lee ho’ admitting it hath some 


‘Lilities Of a delicately 
he tender sensibilities O* potintise 


ity. I will enclose 


U1 ° 
pee ole i cepted Arthur 
nebich please return. He hath gs? prey: aid 
an epit I si not without hopes for Hypnos an 
i this day sending him... + 
i" "The " lobemist—'tWas writ in 1908, not 1913» and are 
Gee airhe United Amateur for November, 1916. Tis not wor 


publisht in] will send the paper (ONLY COPY—RETURN 
beholding, AXIMA . CVRA) as a document of literary history. Shortly 
te composing this fiction, I decided I knew too little of technique 2, 
write effective tales, so destroy’d all I had save that and The Beast in 
the Cave. From then on, I kept silence for nine years; when W. Paul 
Cook, having beheld the Alchemist as resurrected in amatuer print, (it 
was—by the way—my United credential in 1914) finally flatter’d and 
hector’'d me into writing The Tomb and Dagon, after which I kept up a 
pretty continuous stream... . 

_ Speaking of books—I sent under separate cover the volume contain- 
ing The House of Sounds, which pray enjoy as much as modernism 
will permit you, and return at your leisure to W. Paul Cook, Box 215, 


Athol, Mass If I ever hav 
i Soares e a book : F 
to him; for it is thro’ his ur iter: Heyense ein 


composition. Not that I 


t ’ fe 

a a ee wou d find again that Pleasure in elder mystery of which 
: : ing sophistications of petit-maitre Frenchmen and Ital- 
ianated friseurs and dancing-masters have temporarily robb’d you. Be 
proud, boy, to be an Englishman; and remember that no finer breed of 
men now walks the earth. In us are combin’d the mysticism of the great 
northern forests that spawn’d us, and the Latin refinements of the Nor- 
mans that mingled with us. 

e £ *& * * 

etual rearrangement of electrons 
which is constantly seething as it always has been and always will be, 
Our tiny globe and puny thoughts are but one momentary incident 19 
its eternal mutation; so that the life, aims, and thoughts of mankt a 
are of the utmost triviality and ridiculousness. 
cident, and during the unfortunate instant that we 


us only to mitigate our 


Since go 
and fulfillment; ‘ts th 


pain and 


od sense shews US, that pl 
e part of reason 


to avoid 0! 
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‘fying them in 4 manner SO quiet 

ie aes and stif de ns oan 
i ian she 

d the simple Arca a eee 
‘Ist the Jatter must pay 
’d to steer the 
pastimes as an 
g the Dorick 


0. 
ris V' 
ae for his felicity- I am myse: 


country-gentlem 
middle course ° ae ae to; an 
erd, nor pampering a 
d deep learning. 1 am as ford 
arts with his exalted aspirations 
simple tastes laurels of the poet, oF the sceptre of the prince. I 
gratify'd Ke = young man, to purge his mind clear of extravagant 
ge iy and perfection, and his veins clear of extravagant 
ich good sense shews to be mere meaningless effusions of 
him study his own inclina- 
formable to them; at the 
offence and troublesome conflict by an honest prac- 
tice of the precepts of virtue as given in his part of the world. I wou’d 
furthermore, for his own peace of mind and the general good, have 
him exalt in the pleasures of pride and strength, and the admiration of 
his forefathers; rather than sink into the empty ticklings and melancholy- 
area i we fe eee effeminacy, and decay. It much 
cneere sy mee to seek a good estate and a sturdy posterity, than 
owlingly after fame and ideas and stale dissipations which 
give no mote pleasure in the end than honest solidi 
Since the entire plan of creation i SIG AACS 
values we teed diy nc a a oar pure chaos, and wholly devoid of 
effects of perspective, and that i ae ae ty and illusion. All are mere 
liinncepanecneiae 2, est which more comfortably lulls us 
chaos of the universe: for s ats e there is no use in heeding the 
in words cou’d even ie are complete is this chaos, that no piece writ 
mage of the pattern of Ii i a at it. I can conceive of no 
of life and cosmic force, unless i p title 
, unless it be a jumble of 


Mean dots arrano’ Gia aa 
actual curves 8 4 in directionless spirals. And so far are real dots and 


e 
f a swineh 


well fed, 


same time avoiding 


* *e *  & 


se rele oY a ane ay Gamwell, solicitous concerning my 
eka pathy, drage me thro a region intimately connected with 
e history of our family; in a walk which tho’ reluctantly begun, 
prov d in the end uncommon agreeable. We ascended that remarkable 
eminence just west of the town, known as Nentaconhant Hill, from 
whose craggy summit we obtain’d the most magnificent view of Provi- 
dence and environs which either had ever beheld or imagin’d. Out- 
spread to the east stretcht the tapering spires and burnisht domes of the 
antient city, with myriad roofs fusing to one expanse of ethereal fret- 
work, and embosom’d by the immemorial hills— the distant, hazy, 
violet hills, and the near hills gay and feverish with the violence of au- 
tumn colour. And beyond the town stretcht the suburbs and the coun: 
try, all lay’d out like a chart; so that by turning round and looking 7 
one might perceive the wilderness itself—hills and vales in primordi 
desolation, unmarkt by the presence or memorials of degenerate at 
kind, All this variety and contrast from one towering steep; city iy 
move of one’s foot—the lair of modern corruption and the ee 
ground of the old Pocasset selvages, all in one sweep of the eye—® 
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observato boat 
ck. a3 this euajestice gee d west thro’ territory Very 
m Nen aconhant We cae trous chang’d in the eighty-odd oe 
yet mons , incursion of the 
Now and then, amidst the 1 sogiak 
antry, we cou'd spy some stately co'O% 
f and small-pan’d windows, pee 
; recipi 
y of timorously—as the a eee ee ae sas pees 
gate? Nghe staring with fishily blear’d windows at 
Ag aaa but some—last remnants of a vanishing face 
ci eee still held by the decaying and melancholy scions of 
a sient stock, Around the door of one of these we beheld the spor- 
tive anticks of the prettiest black kitten I have seen in these twenty 
years; and I paus'd to play with him till my daughter dragg d me away: 
We thence walkt to the antient hamlet of Simmonsville—now call’d 
“Thornton”, and the seat of some vulgar manufacturing enterprise 
with unaesthetick labourers. At a turn of the village street, on an emi- 
nence a little remov'd from the modern plebeian huddle of tawdry 
edifices still stands the archaick (the Colonial) Simmons man- 
sion—white and austere, like the Jumel mansion, with the regal Ionick 
columns of its portico colossally silhouetted against the western sky. My 


grandmother visited here in the 1830's, when a small child, and we 
cou'd imagine her inside th 


ewhat 
spLBCTEP f ry in the Gothick manner, 


dwelt there. 
 eopalid industrial peas 


e long old windows, primly curtseyin 
playing the harpsichord, weaving samplers, or ‘aukige ; es 
after the manner of the 


es g crayon drawings 

accomplisht young females of her day. I 

Z ay. I can 

a oa ie 3 my own small childhood, as a stated old 
ny. i 

Debut te sere y : » 1896, long before Little Sonny was born. Ah, 


ea 
leaden days we know. that yawns between the golden past and the 
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brasses tran: 


slated ; 
hilst it lasted, Anat 
ie. 


a Before it 
Mansion and 


our— i 
a screaming, terrible thing w 


errible, it was ve 
; ty beauti 
—we had passed the Sika 


' In the gatherin 
line pide se ‘hoieeeas it sas ee fi peetie 2 a 
cottage windows—the small-pan’d wind ie af ara, Out in antique 
back from the highway, with wells and well-sweets Coste 
white picket fences all about. At the foie oie we or them, and 
ble four-corners where the crossroads wind iadbiente baa hone 
of grass, and the cottages brood behind high bank walls cover’ fer 
moss, and the schoolhouse and the village church loom white thro’ the 
evening. And on one corner a little shop glimmer’d invitingly—as it 
had glimmer’d when the young swains and ploughboys stopt to buy 
snuff and gunpowder on their way to join the rebels in Providence—at 
the Market Parade, in 1775. It was night now, and we took the stage- 
coach home. My next trip, on which I had as a companion my new 
adopted son Clifford Martin Eddy, Jr., was on Sunday, Nove. 4; and led 
thro’ much the same territory as did my trip of Septr. 19 with our amiable 
confrere Mortonius. It was a quest of the grotesque and the tertible—a 
search for Dark Swamp, in northwestern Rhode-Island, of which Eddy 
had heard sinister whispers amongst the rusticks. They whisper that it ; 
very remote and very strange, and that no one has ever been Ooh t 
thro’ it because of the treacherous and unfathomable potholes, am : 
antient trees whose thick boles grow so closely together that eee 
difficult and darkness omnipresent even at noon, and Kae ‘iat if 
which bobcats—whose half-human howls are heard in the 
peasants near the edge—are the very least. It is ae vral swaits 
and no house was ever built within two miles a i m can be in 
refer to it with much evasiveness, and not ore = id eee and wood" 
to guide a traveller through it ; altho pe ae it lyes in 2 2 
cutters have plied their vocations on its fring BN, 

of beautiful hills; 
bowl surrounded by low ranges dozen persons oul 
quented road, and known to ee a nearest village, 
mediate country. Even 10 Chepachet, 


te the coach. 


tside 
there are 
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di t the Che- 

i dy discover d its rumour 4 
o ever heard of it. Eddy ing when huntsmen gather d 
der why all the squirrels 
e plain into Connecticut. 
t IT had mov'd in Dark 
bysmal pothole beneath 
al lair. And he said his grandfather had 
when he was a very little boy, that IT had been there 
first settlers came; and that the Indians believed IT had al- 
ae ih This antient man with the flintlock was the only one 

ways been there. This 
had ever heard of Dark Swamp. 

present who ha S 
So on that Sunday my son and I took the stage for Chepachet, and 1n 
due time alighted before the tavern. In the tap-room they had never 
heard of Dark Swamp, but the landlord told us to ask the Town Clerk, 
two houses down the road beyond the White Church, who knows ev- 
erything in the parish, Upon knocking at this gentleman's pillar'd colo- 
nial house, we were greeted by the genial owner him self; a perfect 
rural magnate and Knight of the Shire, than whom Sir Roger himself 
cou’d not be more oddly humoursome. He told us, that the Dark 
Swamp had a very queer reputation, and that men had gone in who 
ieee oe t; but confest he knew little of it, and had never been 
it. At his suggestion we went across the road to the cottage of a 


very intelligent yeoman nam’d S 

; prague, whom he reported 

guided a party of gentlemen from Brown : ee 
swamp in quest of botanick 5 
Sprague dwells in a tr 


One vety : 'S neck out of the a 
Swamp, 4 
which IT h 


told him in 1849, 


with pleasing doorway and 
and panelling; and tho’ it turn’d out hatte 


oe toa 
§4in in Motion $ Syond fhe ere 


€sque woods and stone walls; 


teriously limned against the fire and gold of a late afternoon sky. 


py’d what stretcht beyond it: to the right 
the antient farmhouse of Mr. Law, and to the left the most gorgeous 


and spectacular agrestic panorama that either of us had been beheld or 
indeed conceiv'd to exist. I can not, I vow, give any notion of it with- 
out dropping into verse: 


Far as the Eye can see, behold outspread ,; 

The serried Hills that own no Traveller's Tread; ~ 

Dome beyond Dome, and on each flaming Side 

The hanging Forests in their virgin Pride. 

Here dips a Vale, and here a Mead extends, 

Whilst thro’ the piny Strath a Brooklet bends: © 

Yon farther Slopes to violet AEther fade, 

And sunset Splendour gilds the nearer Glade: 
*“ Rude Walls of Stone in pleasing Zig-zagtun 
“Where well-plac’d Trees salute the parting Sun; 


proclaim, 


R 
Men 
e Arts that pair all to Shame! 


ere within the easie reach and 


i i llers on 
‘ kt with and noisy feve 
rice hath effected that unsul- 


ak oe, achieve, this region 

every Su tion which design - ae e a district very flat and 
Sane 7 as I doubt if ten men in Provi- 
want e Ehoinke Here, surely, is the inmost spirit 
Fd: that vivid wood of Mother Earth which se 

d the Indian savages before them, knew and understoo 

forefathers, e MT Nt Law, whose venerable farmhouse is very cu- 
90 well. eng to be of the small country gentry; an handsome 
rene man of the middle size, about sixty years old, and having a 
quaint rustick speech. He inform’d us, that Dark Swamp lyes in the 
distant bowl betwixt two of the hills we saw; and that ’tis two miles 
from his house to the nearest part of it, by a winding road and a cart- 
path. He said, the peasants have a little exaggerated its fearful singu- 
latities, tho’ it is yet a very odd place, and ill to visit by night. We 
thank’d him greatly for the civilities he had shewn us, and having com- 
plimented him on the fine location of his seat, set out to return to town 
me peas mation we shall use upon our next trip. We now know 
time in devious ee pel eae 2 x a ee eS 
we discover no sowed ee eh er cay § Clb, 0s yee a 
the darkly Picturesque to furnish Fe oat es eee 
walkt back to Cheatin out a dozen tales: apiece. We now 
€ onyx and powder’d gold of a rural 


night sky, havin : 
, 8 cover'd full seventeen miles afoot. j 

, in all. - 
strous Weary, and cou’d scarce stand.... oe 


peing far sout 
notable for 1S 
dence are sensi 
of antient New- 


n Grandpa. 


SE 
VECTED LETTER 
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150. 
5 TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 


Grandpa’s Li 
pas Little Cro-Magnon:— 23 November 1923 


I tried to 
get Wells’ 30 Stran i 
ae e St 
backward bibliotheca. Dear, dear Wee ae 
write one Ss own nightmares! But I’m glad 
pa’s inflated graveworms. 


but they haven't it F 
aoe @ scarcity one hae 
nny likes his old Grand. 


Yr. obt. ancestor 
HP 


I51I. TO MAURICE W. MOE 
November 24, 1923 


Mocrates, My Son:— 


eeaere es On Nove. 21st I resum’d my d 
daughter Mrs. Clark thro’ the most antient part of Providence, and visit: 
ing the one museum which I had never before inspected—the new private 


museum of Col. George L. Shepley, in Benefit-Street, where pl 
found the greatest 0 ns of Rhode-Island relicks and antiq 


f all collec? os in PI 
uities. I regret that you cou'd 


not have see 
dence, and vow, y 


so when next here; 

had ever 
it more data regarding the early days of the town, than” map 
fore gain’d from any one 


and broad-sides, advertisements, pee 
; i 
(one by Gov. Ward, 1762, with i mice 


hs, diaries, miniatures, 2° idence F 
tom!) letters, autogtapm> t picture of PEOV tick 
mpleat P {I the princi ale 


elvings, walking with my 


see ae 

f every sort, giving 2 VY pia ae 
i wees and shewing the bande tegest 3 th Co 
its from Roget Williams dow?- O sme ne a ceo a 
oe ce and maps printed in Frenc @ ye ae during ie ‘ id 
manacks, : tn 1780 ai ms E 
Louis that occupy Eee Oi ess UTR 

? 5 ; 


The fleet 


rection. 
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put a regular newspaper, 
y was excellent, and its 


ry of Georgian architec- 
It contains 


solated works, 
typograph 
As a seposito 


h not any ¢ ual in this town. i 
proce: fe) Rhode-Island Colonial 


4 not only i 
d pro uc'd no 
a a se de Newport. Its 
Lass ac e and artistick. 
Eales jg museum 
hotographs 


ion of - 
ae these classical portals in Providence, 
t, and other ancient towns, (circular enclos’d) 
ones chings and displaying all the 
d domestick, in 


full Masoo co 


Georgia co 
the American CO onies. 

rie I but vaguely suspected before; namely, that the finest 18th cen- 
tury buildings on this continent are yet unseen by me, being in the 
original colonial metropolis Philadelphia, to which my peregrinations 


have not yet extended. This city was very populous, wealthy, and finely 


built up when Boston and Providence were scarce more than villages, 
and when New-York was uneasily divided betwixt Holland and Eng- 
lish architecture. It accordingly contains Georgian edifices of a splen- 
dour unapproach’d by anything I have seen, and will henceforward 
form a goal of travel, from which only poverty can keep me. I also 
cae oe Connecticut, and Staten-Island in New-York, abound with 
—— ne ore x Ec are I must some day see all these 
scenes and landskips of = 18th eatne pn Tilt ae ea 
interest to me, were the illuminati ei ek sear mee 
which I shall employ in the ess ing views of Colonial Providence, 

ay or book I am planning on the subject. 


Animate i 

fle ae Paine I joyn’d my adopted son Eddy on th 

tout of exploration es November—my grandfather's birthda 5 for j 

never before seen certain parts of Colonial Providence whic Th a 

Gebaiece ue oe than vaguely heard of. I refer to th ‘ 

Stteets; now sunk ¢ ¢ Great Bridge, around Richmond a: aK hese 

Ptov'd by the pe 0 slums and on that account atOidel Pee 
7 view to be genuinely Colonial. Here indeed nee 


4 World of w 
onder th 
tom : at f 5 
the traveli'g bilktaec 2 years I had ignor’d! Not a stone’s throw 


Cybosset st ction, tuckt qui 
ny oats feets, | ion, tuckt quietly i i 
Which | mov'd re ee beginnings of a squalls an Broad and 
it ia et stranger, each moment wo ee labyrinth 
Y native town or in some tecrenage See 
istorte 


er 
I Wete in 


otick streets : , threading o ; 
and unbelievable courts and lessen fa €x- 
é es having the 


antient houses almost meet 
u : above our h 
Sieee little squares or grassless oh fi often emegaep 
e or six of the tangled streets or | crossings or junctions 
expanses as loathsome as Victor Hugo’ aes nt a 
form’d me, that these little square: ugo’s Cour des Miracles, Eddy in- 
side of Providence, but I had eo h ae ies 
wou'd reach the crest of some einen ede ee 
wou'd see on every hand the strange veiecreatecchant 5), : fe 
sinister to the unknown elder mysteri mer i 
: ysteries that gave them birth . . . gto 
tesque lines of gambrel roofs with drunken eaves and idiotick tottering 
chimneys, and rows of Georgian doorways with ghatter’d pillars and 
worm-eaten pediments . . - streets, lines, rows; bent and broken, twist: 
ed and mysterious, wan and wither'd . . . claws 0 
ly beckoning to witch-sabbaths of cannib 
that are black at noon. -- long, long hil 
sweep and daemon riders clatter over cobblestones « . » 200° 
southeast, a stark silhouette of hoary, unhallow'd black chimneys an 


bleak ridgepoles against a mist that is white and blank and saline 
the ancient harb: 


venerable, the immemorial sea; 


barques once rode unqu! 


especially 4 
call’d 
after the sun 


etly at anchor. a 
£ black, gnawing hideousness ¥ 4 
ing it in the Jone pallid Jamplig! 
famous in 0 


“Gould’s Court” 0 


“Ghoul’s Court” upon see 
had set—Eddy tells me are 


the ann 


{TERS . 
Fe There must be crime whet 


i rts. 
4 ngs read pole baad dead of Co 
things aif it of the night to feed and 
dence held such places as 
n which I had 
than the busi- 
guide me 


this. We came 


olitan variety of a tow 
I had never seen mote 


thro’ the vas 
had heard him so 


Boston Italian quarter— get to see. Italians are the 


most numerous foreigner ey have a separate place 


hich they spend all their lives, with shops, restaurants, 


of habitation in w: 
and theatres of their own, seldom going “down city” (as they phrase 


it) from their isolated elevation. Federal Hill was sparsely settled in 
the Colonial period, a church and a few houses being shewn in Avery’s 
1777 view. It was later a stronghold of the Irish, till after 1870 the 
pert es down the northern slope and took the crest for 
ies ae peep the whole, almost to the foot on all sides. 

sar victorious over the Celts. On this occasion 


middle 19th century. Only on 
ys by the railway, will one find 


district beyond. .., 
Providence is in t 
than I had ever susp: 


tuth a more extensive, vary'd, and col 
? our, 
ders. There is mu 


ected; and I mean to see fal City 


Yr. obt, Servt, 
H. PAGET-Lowp 


I52. TO JAMES F. MORTON 


Hail, hail! The gang’s all here! iota? 7 

Labour? Vile string attach’d to the fish which it is alone empower 
to draw! Infamous necessity! But at that I'm glad you've ee 
at it, if it helps enha illi iri gohan 

p nce the tranquillity of your spirit. As for me—I'm 
neck deep—and without hooking any particular carload of the jack! 
Tough luck. The latest nuisance is the trade paper game. Fane E 
Martin wants me to write up some local department stores for his supe 
ply buyer, but I’m gawddamned if I've the least notion of how the hell 
to go about it. And Lynch is panhandling for copy for his alleged 
magazine on beauty-culture—after doing me dirt by printing my name 
of a line of sickly texaco that I slung him out of pity last month, oa 
the sole condition that he keep my identity out of it.... 

Weird Tales? Well, they've accepted The Rats in the Walls, twilit 
and all. Cheques? Faith is a noble Christian virtue. The only trouble 
with S, H. G.’s story was that they changed the title to The Invisible 
Monster—flat and literal—when it was sent as Te Horror at Martin's 
Beach. This same Leetle Bairdie wants to call Arthury Jermyn, The 
White Ape. Blah!!!!... 

Loveman has finished the Herm, but has suffered a renewed lapse of 
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as he says. Cleveland oppresses oe 
apes to Providence, where 
choly— he is thinking of a move * de 
aes his spitit gr tranquillity and Theobaldian cynicism. It may 
4 cao pask ia eae. other proposed Lovemanick moves, but you 
ore 


ial industri d all that! 
matetiall siving some tall tips of industrial advantages an 
"0 


Pax Vobiscum! 
Theobaldus Avus. 


BELKNAP LONG 
153, 10 FRANK 11 December 1923 


H’lo, Sonny! 

Grandpa meant to write sooner, but shaky nerves cee on eae 
‘naction which has hardly worn off yet. The ol gent eman is no 
ae much these days, and can certainly sympathise with all the 
» ations SneeveS ennui, and melancholy—of his small grandchild: 
But don’t you take to rum and tobacco, Sonny, for they don't do any- 
body any good. They merely aggravate nervous susceptibility and dis- 
turbance, coarsen the mind and physique, harden and debase the ap- 
pearance and every facial expression, and in short ruin every vestige of 
that virtuous delicacy and fine honour which alone give aesthetick value 
to the emptiness called life. Just you be Grandpa's nice boy, and write 
interesting stories, and you won't regret it in the long years ahead. The 
debauchee is soon burnt out, and becomes merely a red-faced, bulging 
vein'd hog to encumber the earth; whilst the young man of virtue re- 
tains always some vestige of youth’s freshness and beauty, and slides 
gently and imperceptibly into an harmonious middle and old age, at 
peace with the world, and respected by his children and grandchildren. 
C. Valerius Catullus is a very poor model to follow, and I would rec- 
ommend for your greater emulation that C, Laelius, surnamed Sapiens, 
who was the friend of the younger Scipio, and whose philosophick ele- 
gance and stainless life made him the inspiration of M. Cicero's disqui- 

sition De Amicitia, 
forbid Be ee claim to be a 100% Teuton. My dark hair and eyes 
pea onour. But when I reflect on the fact that hair and 
€ Orst things to be chang’d in a blond race upon the least 


———— 


an snows) and pro 


oe out by my coarse features—the 
ung watrior—and by my enthusiasti 
P€fious stimuli... . 


As to the artistick ca aci Patras 
AA ar ee i meee Be in general, I wil] freely 
Tee ee pea ious and characteristick forms 

: SO aestheticall : . 
Mediterranean masses—though even here we have eee as the 
a. ee sensibility of the Germans. But having Be. ae 

. pause to inquire why artistick capacity is any Proper m 
ure of value for a race-stock? To my simple old mind, art is neal 
more or less unsatisfactory substitute for real life; and when we coal 
er life and action, deeds and conquests, governments and administra. 
tions, what race since the Romans can compare with us? Did we not 
pour down out of our native forests and reclaim a degenerate Europe 
where civilisation, under effete Mediterranean dregs, was dying out? 
My God! The very name of France comes from our huge yellow-beard- 
ed Franks, and in Spain they call a gentleman an hidalgo—hijo del 
goda—son of the Goth—the huge, blue-eyed, conquering Nordick! 
Fancy a world without its Clovis—or its Charlemagne—the Teuton 
Karlomann, and the Vikings and Norsemen . . . ho for the frozen seas 
and the epick of sleet and blood, strange lands and far wonders! 
Greenland, Iceland, Normandy, England, Sicily—the world was outs, 
and the mountainous billows heaved with the Cyclopean rhythm of out 
barbarick chants and shouts of mastery! Art? By Woden, were not # 
deeds and battles, our victories and empires, all parts of a Pogo Ha 
wonderful then aught which Homer cou'd strike from a Grecian 1y"** 


i | We are strong men, for 

! 1 We are men! We are big men. 
trae t! Let no man balk us, for out gods are 
ugh! Heert! The stones © 


love us for 


ck tesponse to warlike and im 


big gods, an 
towns fall down when 
dead men we give ae 
and hills grow flat when we S 
dry when we have drunk them, 
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we kill and seize, at dusk we feast — 
dream big dreams of strange seas WE S 


hall slay, wild beasts we 
we shall burn, stout men we sha y sag er 


drink, ; hal 

towns hall drain, fat boars we s 
a unt, deep © s Ue s aw wvith out sharp teeth. Great Thor, ce 
shi “uh our hands, and 8) ool of deep woods, af 


! We know the c 
f the things void of name that lurk or 


o us in the dark with great hoarse 
have drunk of our mead. Bards 
ds with white beards 
hat none else 


jimb W" 1 We ask no more 
: om and o 
ds sing them t 
low and we 
hear. Great, gaunt bar 


have dreamed of; strange, dim, weif 
a 


woods, the deep woods, the thi 


bards like our bards. 
reat am by no means dispos’d to condemn it utterly in the 


geant of the world, for is not life an art, and ws a wenden ve 
Puritans unconsciously sought to do a supremely artistic thing—to 
mould all life into a dark poem; a macabre tapestry with quaint ie 
besques and patterns from the plains of antique Palaestina . . . antique 
Palaestina with her bearded prophets, many-gated walls, and flattened 
domes, The fatuous floundering of the ape and Neanderthaler they te- 
jected—this and the graceful forms into which that floundering had 
aimlessly blunder’d—and in place of slovenly Nature set up a life in 
Gothick design, with formal arches and precise traceries, austere spires 
and three interesting little gargoyles with solemn grimaces, call'd the 
father, the son, and the holy ghost. On shifting humanity they imposed 
a refreshing technique, and to an aimless and futile cosmos supply’d 
Pee values which had real authority because they were not true, 

erily, the Puritans were the only really effective diabolists and deca- 


d 
ents the world has known; because they hated life and scorned the 


Platitude that it is worth liv 
P 1ving, C ‘ : i“ 
magnificent than the wholesale ‘fi er pidge eae te 


laughter of Indians— i 
toate ns—a very epick—b 
kes ancestors in the name of the lamb? ae ei Rae 
ese ee were truly marvellous. They did not invent 
eveloped the colonial doorway; and incidentally 


standard of life and conduct which is, apart from 


aesthetic and intel- 
Ptactical way of se- 


we powering aesthetick 0 

ay ack reared to the heavens the ote th : 

me of Vesta, the splendours of the Palatine, the Ww: i Capitolium, 
isseum, the balconies of the Septizonium, th ; alls of the Co). 


: e altitudes 
theon, the colossi and arches of conquering despots, and = bi Pan. 
stone and marble ecstasies of ebullient domination? True, €s$ other 


never equalled those breathless marvels, for we own oursel ee 
for the world-overtopping ROMAN CITIZEN; but ald ee 
we have revived—in our master-achievement ENGLAND—that aa 
less sway which gave them birth, and have anabled the modern ae 
to share in that delirium of artistic excitement and surging pride ae 
must have fill’d every true ROMAN when, looking back from some 
crest in the road at sunset, he saw limned in flame and gold the domes 
and columns, vast, prodigious, multitudinous and induplicable, of 
earth’s supreme apotheosis of dominion—THE IMPERIAL CITY. 


“Tu regere imperio populos, Romane, memento; 
Hae tibi erunt artes: pacisque imponere marem, 
Parcere subjectis, et debellare supetbos.” 


pretty well satisfied to be a Nordick, 


Wood and the Polar mists, and stout- 
Nordics can 
clever little 
el our 


So, Sonny, your old Grandpa is 
chalk-white from the Hercynian 
arm’d to wield the mace, the broadsword, and the javelin. 
buy dark foreign slaves cheap in the market-place—shatp, 


Greeks and Alexandrians who will decorate our walls and chis 


: : f a Nordic overseer. 
friezes well enough when tickled with the lash © rn wilderness and 


ince i iti d conquer 
ur province is to found the cities an oe 
Sasi the waste lands—that, and to assemble and se i om 
who tell us stories and sing us songs and paint us pretty P 


s! 
ARE THE MASTER ee 


OVEMAN 


Happy New-Year! 


4. TO SAMUEL L 
(January 5, 1924) 


15 


Agathon, MY Son! 


th the lyricks duly came—and marvellous lyricks they are! One of 
0! 


i der my 

ly head the first United Amateur to appear un 
Bee ok ‘em would, if the page were broad enough! Your 
++ with the lyre is something I can only envy mutely, but you know 
io keenly and sincerely I appreciate it! There must be something her- 
Hi e enclosed review from the Boston Transcript 


editary in it—note th , 
fae ee late cousin Robert Loveman. He, you know, is one whom 


Mencken so greatly admires. ... 
And how are the Providential plans? The old town is still here, and 


beckoning alluringly. Mortonius came and went, and I am sure he will 
attest to a pretty good time exploring local antiquities according to my 
latest modes in personally conducted tours. After a festive session in 
Boston and vicinity he blew in Thursday, Dec. 27, at 11:04 a. m., and 
Eddy and I were on hand to meet him. I was only fifteen minutes 
late—a degree of promptness which will through all my after life give 
me the sensation of being as punctual as a tradesman. 

ne eet our trip was that supreme landmark of Provi- 
ae BREE Pap a oe finish d in 1775- This is my maternal 
es Rares - ft act een in the main auditorium since 1895, 
SMa ig et ae since 1907, when I gave an illustrated astro- 
Ae vestry to the Boys’ Club. We found this fane as 
; 8 within as without, the panelling and th i b 

ots being especially notable as speci 8 e carving above the 
We ascended to the organ lof specimens of Georgian workmanship. 
Have no Bananas, but es balked by ok Of eo 
'$ Not a self-starter, Late eta : ack of power, since the machine 
baptismal font or celesti I na bee d the pulpit, and the interesting 
at h al bathtub behind it, but I had had a cold tub 


ome, so did not 
to turn the water eats the sacred pool. Besides, I didn’t know how 


en we be . . 
Steps into the ani Aine ae after flight of hand-hewn Georgian 
» Ull tnally we were beside the i 
massive bell—cast 
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4 SELECTED 1 

en i i ohj ETTR 

775 in London, weighing 2500 pounds, and having ae ‘ Rs 
ie} Owing 


inscription: 


“For freedom of conscience the town was first plant 
Persuasion, not force, was us’d by the pepe sas 
This church is the eldest, and has not recanted 
Enjoying and granting bell, temple, and steeple.” 


A lock’t door obstructed our further progress, so we sett] 
enjoy the view to be had from that moderate level. It was Las 
very beautiful; for we spy’d an i te ete yous 
: Py amazing number of antient colo ial 
roofs and belfries contemporary with the steeple in which we oe 
including the Golden Ball Inn where Gen. Washington sto e ae 
which now bask’d reminiscently in the midday sun, its row of fe 
windows giving forth little twinkles from the small panes, Soarheaet 
the antique harbour brooded—the blue harbour where the India pack- 
ets ride at anchor, and the rum, slave, and molasses brigs come from 
Africa, Charleston, and New-Orleans—the placid harbour with the 
hoary brick warehouses still as they were in the days of periwigg’d 
merchants. .. . 
At last we climb’d down thro’ the beam’d and cobwebb’d mysteries 
of the lower steeple, sign’d our names in a book, and went out on the 
antient hillside. We stroll’d on past Georgian facades with iron-tail'd 
steps and brass knockers, mounted the old-world steps that form a part 
of Gaol-Lane, linger’d about the quaint vistas of “Tippy Cornet’, 
where none but colonial houses are in sight, slid down the unpav'd ex- 
panse of Bowan-Street, ferreted out the hidden hillside churchyard of 
St. John’s, where ghouls stalk at evening and 
to 1730, and finally struck north in quest of 
Providence, (1750), which I had never seen, an 


trod. And such a region! Antient..- 
that my foot had never tro n ae igi ee at 


ably antient cottages and sheds and houses, f 
some of them farmhouses overtaken in 1740 OF 1745 by a ae 
town. Networks of dusty unpav’d bea y 
vously hither and thither off the main streets, ope 
the oe of old Constitution Hill to the brow of the neh 
that frowns over the river—the antient Moshassuck, 4 


z in 1642 
Goodman Smith’s mill and the foot-bridge were By Ne = 4 
were all the symbols of the antient town—Olney's ant ©" 


ed Ourselves to 


darting narcow. 


" 
3 
a 

a 


and leading down from 


alls where 
_ There 
the gam 
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he Boston coach us’d to leave every Thursday 
nd His Majesty's mail—and the first brick house 7 
d and admirably preserv’d, tho’ in the worst sort e 

ej slums. Then we turn’d into the maze of colonial alleys towar 
mongt 


a sight of incredible picturesqueness. From 
the haan declivity fell, descending at a steepness 
oe She to human feet, and provided with an iron hand-rail. 
eae i intervals several hidden Georgian lanes on the hillside, 
Inte roup of early stone mill buildings—1815 or 1820—and 
iienea i : a of them whose second stories were connected above it 
aoe like the Bridge of Sighs, finally crossing the river by a 


i assage 
Te pride and coming out near Randall-Square, a hideous polyglot 


slum district. . - - ; 
At this point Eddy had to leave, and the trip of Mortonius, my aunt, 


and I kept on through colonial vistas till we reach’d the twinkling fan- 
lights of antient Rosemary-Lane or College Hill. There, in a building 
where Lafayette once slept, we visited the little shop of an old picture- 
framer, and left the old Providence etching for him to prepare for my 
study wall. This was half way up the hill, in the heart of colonialism. 
But turning round and looking down past the old market house, we 
saw the night starred with the mounting witch-fires of skyscraper win- 
car I had never seen that vista at night before, and I found it very 
lovely. 
e ae a ae did we tarry, for I was set on shewing Mortonius the 
Mae Ae western colonial horror and decay that Eddy introduc’d 
1¢ last month. Across the busy lanes of surging traffick we went, till 
coming to the v. bl ; 

8 enerable Round Top Church (1808) turn’d i 
gruesome court which is th we turn’d into the 
finthe Shae ee the outer vestibule of unnamable elder laby- 

» Dim flickering lights— i ; 
ows—blear’d wind 8 lights—crawling, shapeless mists and shad- 
jee ne colonial doorways—dank pools, 
tions—all ee : Mes oe “unbelievable convolutions and constric- 

: ad found it last month, tho’ I cou’d not get either 

tons to own the macabre charm of i , 
hou’d flee away fr 1 of ts Ghouls’ Court-was 
#way trom places where century'd secrets titter 


sa 
with passenee' 
self, freshly painte 


fore sailing time. 
We edg’d thro’ 
the India wharf at 


ghastly channels between bla 


Mortonius sail’d into the starry sea—I went to a cinema. 


155- TO JAMES F. MORTON 


O most Unsurpassable and Scenically Unimp 


Belknap say 
with him. When 
to kiss it or kill it! 
gaze soulfully upward. 
and mannish for it! 


Well—zassat ! 


Have you seen that pre 
s he’s hit the big town, he’ 
1 saw that marcelled what is it 


It used to sit cross-leg, 


It didn’t like me an 


cious sissy that I m 


ck silent freight cars on 


out where pale 
and the distant 


Yr obt Servt: 


H. P. 


L. 


8 January, 1924 


ressionable: 


et in Cleveland? 
and that he’s had some conversation 
I didn’t know whether 


ged on the floor at Elgin’s an 


d Galpin—too horrid, rough 


Yr, obt. and obsequious 
Theoba 


dus 
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TTERS 


<puBcTe? re 


ONG 
6, T0 FRANK BELKNAP L ¢ Jenmeraetoee 
156. 


! 
Hello, Son? that Sonny liked the pretty book 


bones, but how nice : 
ea Dare him! I thought anything about that gorgeous Re- 
a ae eid be just the thing for a little Mediterranean boy, but 
naiss 


. might be merely stale news to one who has read so many more 
fig hat tis ingle old Grandpa has. And now the Old Gentleman 
is monstrous pleased to know he struck it right, after all! Yes, and ’tis 
amazing kind of you to speak well of the tiresome varses that the Old 
Man couldn't help sticking on for good measure! Dear, dear, but a do- 
tard of my years ought to know enough not to tty to rhyme any 
mote—yet that’s the way we old fellows mumble on, remembering our 
fat, far youth, and the old roseal days when we thought we might be 
Y : ae poetry if we kept at it! I’m glad Felis liked what I writ 
ki dee te 7" és greatly set up... tho’ not on the mantel, whence 
Geen Ba Sia Belknap sometimes makes him jump down! 

; obald likes to see the young folks enjoying them- 


Selves! 


* * * * * 


No Sonn: 4 
.) Y; there 1S in Machi 
en a . . 
a; Al obtuse or timid to ca n ecstasy of fear that all other living 
In all its starke. 
iat St 

die in ability to ae 

teat as 


an arti 
Uoified ime 


of Poe one concen- 


. no mo . yist I know absol 
ve te of him than to have written The es 
10n of § oe 
fecal] hi -L. feminds m . 
Blin’s, little 42, 1°22! how He be this Hatfield person. To be sure, I 


of the 
arts q 

crude, sty nd harmonies of SELECTED 
a 2 id, common 1 life! I'm afraid R TE 
ULprised that h place, masculine sort he thoy Rg 
enemi € recalled me! H of Person: ay 

*S, and it use to be atfield and Hart Cc indery 

q ane 


an : ig town! Here's hon; ; 
d not crush his flower a Here's hoping it Will be kin Person, 
to him 


2 "Me untrammel’d 
8€ scene import to his eyes 


ick, and stone Present in ge. 


ee ghee I read Tom Jones over twen' fag { 
saw it had very great naturalness and mies : ce ee 
great or favourable impression upon me. What i y ae 
A 2 at it represented was 
merely one side of the 18th century—and a side that Mr. Addison, Dr 
Johnson, Mr. Cowper, Mr. Thomson, and all by best friends both 
hated and lamented. Surely it is ‘life in the raw—but sink me, boy! 
who but a savage wants his food uncook’d? I grant you that there is 
much to fidicule in the finical niceness of the r9th-century. Pox ont, 
lad, but I hate that aera more than you do! But split me if I can find 
any particular merit in laying emphasis upon dirt and bawdry! Realism 
must of necessity deal with life as it is, hence ’tis of no use to omit 
mention of cheats and pimps and rakes and whores where the subject 
calls for ’em. What I can’t pardon in Fielding—and he shews it molt 
in Joseph Andrews than in Tom Jones—is his damn’d sn 
with the nastiness he depicts, and his insensibility of the greater Pé# 
of restraint in conduct and delicacy in manners. In a 
look upon this sort of writing as 2 mere prying surve ith the 

part eo life, and a slavish transcript of simple events made with 


word, Child, 


y of the lowest 
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ut any native genius 


s ‘ 
peTtee and witho' C 

puso ¢ a porter OF eee: | have petus'd the Cee 

feelings ° imagination W Me bee faults, of mine own 

de of creative ! vse they 2° with all their ae Sue 

of as en Slate such drab dulness re pene ene 

of 1 will ee ook of Dreiser's Of read anything h from sheet 

& never Se0® nich I dropt half way throug “ea OnE 
have nosbitt Obie, W cht I did peruse because it CO 

gave ve : Bi ip Dore of Ben He ie Led e unique and refresh- 
; ena of: i 

nd which st love mankind 


of. 
td hatred for mani But as for these fellows who 


Child, I don’t see what there is in them. 


in any barnyard, and observe all 
f sex in the breeding of calves and colts. When I con- 
I wish to contemplate those characteristicks that elevate 
human state, and those adornments which lend to his actions 
se aay of creative beauty. “Tis not that I wish false pompous 
ae and motives imputed to him in the Victorian ees but that 
| wish his composition justly apprais’d, with stress lay’d upon those 
qualities which are peculiarly his, and without the silly praise of such 
beastly things as he holds in common with any hog or stray goat. I con- 
ceive, Child, that the vast store which new-fangled fellows set by baw- 
dry and nastiness, is due simply to the revolt of small-boy curiosity 
against the excessive hush of the roth century. It hath very much 
pain'd me to behold Loveman and Alfredus falling into this trap, and I 
sincerely hope that you have the more exquisite taste and balance to es- 
rae . x more os sense and artistick discrimination in a 
Biase thete aes ee or Ulysses—or of Swift at his 
MERE Sores aarea oy’s praise of the dirty words which 

Y ted to chalk up on the back wall of the stable. 


Whenever, then, I h 
: p , I heara fel ; : 
fashion’d bawdy writing, Te ae 


att altogether, and to hav 


Fore God, WE oe 
the mysteries 0 
template man, 


such subjects— 


a fin : s 

e. e€ aesthetick point. Consider rather the 

om you most esteem, and b : 
ae » and by them judge h 

main in a quality which i pt Ow much of ea 

i quality which is exquisite and exalted j ath 
tises above the conditions and limitations = = in| Proportio 
not think that any realism is beautiful A inate altogether, I do 
but the greatness is not of art at all par of hil 1c Poolessiottas 8teat, 
Stouceee You see, Sonny, nothi Pi osophy or science, 

: y, nothing really amounts to anythi 
deepest learning and wildest pl ything; and the 
. est pleasures merely turn to ashes bef 

may enjoy them. Little urban fops chase about after pleas ee 
only weariness; serious artists struggle away at tasks ‘tat a me Set 
them, and that lead only to a frame which never does them os pr 
grave scholars wear out their lives gathering facts that form boat 
less and sterile harvest . . . futility interminable and all ingulphing! 
What is the use? Man is the ephemeron of one cosmic moment; born to 
no purpose, unknown yesterday, and tomorrow so perfectly obliterated 
that MANA—YOOD—SUSHAI will never recall whether or not he 
has ever existed. It is all a jest and a delusion—a struggle that can bring 
no reward, and that has no meaning or merit in the cosmic chaos. To 
know—to suffer. To be exquisitely alive and tasteful—to suffer more 
acutely. Omni risus, et omnia pulvis, et omnia nil sunt. So I believe 
that the soundest course for a man of sense is to put away the com- 
plexity and sophistication of an unhappy age, and to return into i 
seclusion and simplicity of a rural ‘Squire; loving old, mr vik 
quaintly beautiful things, and thinking old, simple, manly, me 
thoughts which—even when not true—are surely beautiful ie yout 
Sa nso much of che iy of tition. Tht then SU 
Grandpa is an antient country-squire; because he is wel] © i 
and wisdoms and erudition 


and meaning: 
and emotions H a 

less; because he thinks that most beauty, mO°" | y 

in a placid merging with the dreams and lesion 

have hallow’d; because he believes that perfect lov 


Practice of those art 
Can re. 
Das it 


s that are empty 
most harmony, 1 
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LETTERS 3 ze 
-ppBCT™> ich the world has rejected of forgotten that, Child, 
$ W ' 
yjstuous PA ents jsan old country-gentleman - 
ay hee ve Yr. obt. Ancestor 
H P 
sMITH 
age aN 598 Angell St. 


Jany. 25, 1924 


My deat Smith:— 
't know anyone who is at all congenial 


ike you, I don 
pale te to New York in the end—perhaps 


lieve I shall migra 1 ba 
hen Lovemnan does. But fortunately, all this sterility doesn't disturb 
a much, for I have never had much inclination to depend on people 


for amusement. To me all mankind seems too local & transitory an in- 
cident in the cosmos to take at all seriously. I am more interested in 
scenes—landscapes & architecture—I have a very real affection for the 
old town with its ancient steeples & belfries, hills & corners, courts & 
lanes, all reminding me of that 18th century & that Old England which 
I love so well. 
bie Fest Providence—founded in 1636—is perhaps the most Colonial 
& English of American cities, since the solid & generous nature of its 
early structures has discouraged replacement. Before 1750 it was a 
prosperous village built along a street where the foot of a precipitous 
hill dipped into the waters at the head of Narragansett Bay, & sendin 
out offshots up the hill & on the marshy peninsula 5 th = 
whither led a series of three wooden brid : Th pee a 
of building & expansion, expressive of the a a digs ie ee 
Port, theretofore the seetpali B ice ‘pote eee pia 
their first trial in place of ee ; : ieee eel baked—were oc 
boi otbicb ane ae es the construction of two houses : 
West shore, & a bridge of ce zs a gris oe Ses 
ous width & strength was thrown 


here; & I be 


across, 1 
New streets were laid out both up hill & on the added ‘west 
Pies & by I 762 the town was a bustling little 
me such things were then and there reckoned 
ecause I have a picture of Providence at that 


Side” actoss the Great 
EeHopolls of its regio 
Speak of this odd d 
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SELECTED am 


Si ee 
ot paras Head—building still st 
€sday publisht The Providence Gazette 


peeeute hod Advices both Foreign & Domest; Bice 
ae aay coe) ue pa es brick college build 
family church, with finest ns a Me Bee 
Gibbs, who designed the London churches of St M 2 
St. Mary le Strand, etc.) in 1775, the brick Ciena T. : 

the Golden Ball Inn (where Washington & Lafay avern in y 


. ett : 9 

& where under its present name of “Mansion Hoel Ree in 1799, 
stopped repeatedly in 1846-49) in 1783 .. . & so on; thee baa 
2 UL. ings 


all remaining today in prime condition & acti 
prodigious rows of brick & wooden houses ate alee Meanwhile 
solidly built that a large proportion are with us yet. Even nba ae 
minster St., now our main thoroughfare, it is still possible Mig 
at least twenty of the buildings shewn i ee ae 
: ne g na panoramic view of 1785. 
The Georgian tradition lingered very late with us, no architectural 
change coming till 1825 or 1830, when the pure-Grecian fashion 
brought us a wealth of Doric & Ionic facades. And the odd things 
how much of the old material yet abides. We have our domed Conus 
gational church of 1808, our St. John’s tower of 1810, our Unitarian 
steeple of 1816, & endless miles of streets, waterfront warehouses, 
courts, & alleys just as they were. I do not think a Londoner could feel 
vety strange or ill-at-ease here, & I am sure I should feel very much at 
home in London, allowing for the differences between a provincial 
metropolis & a world-metropolis. The renewed use of Georgian atchi- 
tecture is emphasising the similarity; & visitors tell me that they do not 
wonder at my 18th century taste after seeing my 18th centuty milien. 


° : . : : H la. 
Yet Providence’s own realisation of its Georgian quaintness 1s * 


; ee ; bulk of 
tively recent. I was a pioneer in @ kind of exultation a Beto 


my solidly commercial fellow-townsmen are just begin 


8 in 
770, 

ca Church (our 
arti ce: €signed by 
In S-in-the-Fie] e 


st sincerely Y* 


With every good wish, mo: 
HPL. 


TER: 


Jany. 26, 1924 


he hath just perused 


’d writ 

: veto! Magnificent plots, but how prose 
: them to Machen’s work! I do not thi 

i d advise you to 

4 inates your dinosaur ¢g story, an 

a ee the difference—the dinosaur belongs to aeons 

eae i hing in human expett- 

: ected with anything ! 

lly sete Sie he dled with a creept- 

i G 


‘cellar hatching can be han 
ness wholly alien to anything 


! 
Hello, Soany «and tell you that 


in Wells. Your idea is far the stronger, 
u if you don’t write yout story like a nice 
In the Abyss anticipates my The Temple. 
Wells’ undersea dwellers are natives of the deep, and ichthyoid in na- 
ture; whilst their city is built to suit them. My submarine city is a work 
of man—a templed and glittering metropolis that once reared its cop- 
per domes and colonnades of chrysolite to glowing Atlantean suns. Fair 
Nordick bearded men dwelt in my city, and spoke a polish’d tongue 
akin to Greek; and the flame that the Graf von Altberg-Ehrehstein be- 
held was a witch-fire lit by spirits many millenia old. 

Habitations of men should never be made—they should be 


ooevee 


itants—the marks of original settlement, slow expansion, and develop- 
ment in channels and directions determin’d by the topography of the site 
a aspirations and genius of the people. These things are all that make 
acini and dramatick and human—all that give it the captivating 
i oe saa which differentiates it from any other city. Happy indeed 
ater eadiaay gtew slowly enough to leave traces of the gradual 
ear t 

topographical lin = 2 year, and gently enough to preserve the original 
cause born of Race hill and shore—the lines that are graceful be- 

¢, and that find embodiment in curved streets, quaint 


i : 3 3 suppesti 
which makes every narrow, devious hillside lane, tich w gestion 


imni : ake ith its mel] 
limning of antique, characteristick doorways and windows and ae 
neys and gables, a veritable gateway of memory and mystery inscrutable 
and ineluctable. Can you imagine any real wonder—any elusive touch 
of the faery—in great reticulations of overnight mushrooms like Chica- 
go or Cleveland or Los Angeles? Think, on the other hand, of the ex. 
quisite mystery of London or Quebec or Paris or Florence or Constan- 
tinople or Bagdad—where the reliquiae of centuries blend with the sky 
on every hand, and where each archaick contour is enhanc'd in beauty 
by the naturalness of its origin and the added softening naturalness 
that lies in the touch of time! In such a place every vista is an avenue 
of tradition and wonder, and every corner an antechamber a ae 
memory and stirring surprise. If you have thoroughly digeste pei 
Macheniana, Sonny, I cannot believe that you have not responded A 
: “ i ‘ch Machen has invested every win 
the magick and witchety with which Mache 7 its labyrinthine 
i d crumbling horizon of ancient London an 
ing way and c atte \ d immemorial! Is any 
elder reaches. London! Majestick, ineffable, an Je or Detroit will 
° think that Minneapolis or Seattle : io 
man so blind as to f™ itudi nd cosmick necrom 
hold the least fraction of its multitudinous 80° Te aicburgh 
eet Child, before 1 die—Londo Dublia 
? I must see London, 4 Portsmouth and Carnavon and ae 
and Whitby and Chester 00" vs Caermaen, sacred to! E I 
and Caerleon-on-Usk « - - Pa SECVNDA. But when 
ROMANVM. ET. LEGIO. AVG 


= ae 


Loosen sae 


ei 
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Old 
t pETTERS settle down and never leave the 
Ha mn, 1 must be able f0 
em, 
do se é 
aa ee en a ee much of the antient 
zee: leat NE rown up from 
pad yn ae a for ‘di . ae ates ta of the average 
e dically different 
ssp environment re excepoondl survivals like castles, sagas 
Lae h ¢ aes f Elizabethan of late mediaeval houses, 
a ;, or 2 few blocks © verage British town of good size 1s the 
. : a . . 
ei that the ee ai eighteenth centuries and since. Fires 
entee 


minated what went before, though one 
- «ities in many of the smaller villages. Hence New-Eng: 
ae | towns were all founded betwixt 1620 and 1640, 
aa d substantial growth, hath very largely taken on 
f the Mother Land—a semblance promoted by the 

edly similar physical geography. In nothern Massachusetts there 
me Beis as your Grandpa's travelogues have told you, a goodly 
Ping bE the old pre-classical houses built before the Wren 
influence—houses with pointed gables and lattice windows, dating 
from 1633 to about 1685—whilst of the classically “Colonial’’ houses 
there are well-nigh infinite numbers throughout New-England. This 
classical Wren tradition is overwhelmingly our particular architectural 
keynote, as it is Great Britain’s; and in several of our more shelter’d 
towns it remains so unimpair’d that one can scarce believe himself out- 
side the eighteenth century. Salem, Porstmouth N. H., Newburyport, 
‘tad ae as H,, and East-Greenwich R. L. are among 
Piel rots ae ; er’d little change, and which (but for the 
MARBLEHEAD aa ae on England. And of course 

cae ot talk of that save in thapsodies. . . . 


’ f sev 3 
architecture aike largely eli 


the semblance © 


Well, you be Grandpa’s nice boy! 
Yr. obt: ancestor, H. P. 


tn | . 
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159. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 
Hello, Sonny! a mal 


As to my admiration for the i 

ability to take nothing seriously BR ipatlate Child, 'tis their 
This world and all life are an utter trifle—a debe Breat! 
tility—and it does not matter in the least whales farce of fe 
from the moment of his birth to the glad oe thinks or does 

merciful oblivion. Therefore the man who cares ae : 
or reflects seriously on what he does, I ans fal ee this or that 
dunce. To have a good time, and be as oblivious i : a Cee 
events—that I consider the greatest thing in life b He meh Passing 
unless one has the courage and fixt purpose to ¥ em 
peer ids: me it is natural to admire strength—to eae 
determine the Mickel Gi ee eee which produce variety and 
fe, se of events, and which therefore must necessarily be 
the original sources of all dramatick situations and potent 
magnificences. Such strength must be spontaneous and lighthearted, for 
reflection builds nothing, and it must be martial and ruthless if it is to 
live up to itself as a purging, cleansing, regenerating force. Where but 
in the Teuton will you find its grand apex? Who but the Teuton has 
swept into every dying culture in Europe and revivified it with a verve 
and abandon which must evermore be beautiful because of what it im- 
plied and accomplished? We must always admire a reality more than 
an imitation, hence no epick poet will ever have the supernal glory of 
the blond heroes who fearlessly carve their poetry out of life and blood 
and iron and give clerks and sonneteers and chroniclers something to 
write about. Even sedentary old Sam Johnson freely admitted that any 
man must think meanly of himself, who hath not been a soldier of 
been at sea. It makes no difference whether or not a conquering Nor- 
dick be stupid. Character and intelligence are the least important things 
in the world, for nothing matters but sensation—and if a man give é 
certain sensation with line, colour, and external achievements We may 
ask no more of him. I hold that it is the Nordicks who give the great 
2 3 e images 

est sensations—without whom we should be devoid of thos 


of his release in 
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Jease us. I do not care who makes liter- 
5 the life that literature feebly reflects. 
n your own brain, but it would not if the deeds 
had not put it there. Do not mistake me of deem 
ny contempt for the pleasures of the man 
enjoy them myself ; but that is because I 
f action. I regret this very much, because 
me a less wholesome and glamorous figure. But I do not make 
pa f giving less homage to a supreme type merely because I have 
oe ca an to belong to it. It is weakness in me—some subtle de- 
bee tie spirit—which kept me from West Point and a career of 
ose: a a Teuton’s death with shouting and slaying. That careet is 
BD f life really worth enduring—the di- 


all which makes the monotony © 
yine thrill of conscious power; the power to move great things and 
control the destinies of nations. No puny imitation, no second-hand 


pookish thrill, has a millionth of the genuine thrill of the strong man 
moving multitudinous destinies and walking by the side of Fate as 
brother and deputy. The Nordick has indeed a sense of humour—the 
supreme sense, in that he sees the hollowness of all intellect and its flat 
ticklings. He knows how to get from life its real ecstasies—the ecstasies 
at whose crumbs intellectuals merely nibble. He knows that a thing 
need not be lacking in delight because it is absurd, and that the great 
outer gods roar and laugh at the most ironick laughter of disillusion’d 
man, He has the great secret—the supreme secret of all CHILDHOOD 
is the one boon of all our miserable existence, and that its preservation 
in all its illogick, naivete, freakishness, whimsicality, and masterful vi- 
olence is the only means we have of beating the Fates that seek to cheat 
us with reason and knowledge and sophistication. The Nordick Teuton 
is a mystick in a sublimer sense than any other mystick—he is above 
and outside reason, piddling taste, decorum, ethicks, flabby sentimental- 
a justice, seriousness, erudition, and all that. He is the primal man— 
pan SHOUT, HUNT, CONQUER, KILL, LAUGH, RULE, 
D, and DIE IN THE LAUGHTER OF VALHALLA. 

I suppose u ae never spoke a harsh word to the creature, but 
she ae dn’t conceal the contempt of an ultra-masculine per- 
cee ae attenuated exquisiteness. Alfie, you know, has no 
clothes likely ¢ im, but is a gruff reg’lar feller with disordered hair, 

y to be out of press, and a brusqueness of gesture and 


: tly p 
ds which most grea 
d moe * I do care who make: 


ordick men 
-aconsistent—I have not a 
me tion, 1 do nots it 4 true, 
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TED LETTERS 


SELEC : 
ve LETTER, t what’s done 1s done. 


€xpression which Cc i 
think my Riser iana o: aan words... Op the wh, ELB perget I am softy I took len oe far Smith and Sonny 
than any other livin ay Contempt without word ie ea ope J may do some 2 ! 
ea g mortal. Then too, Galpin unm; S better Another tt onius and everybody! 
ne—though acquainted in advance with th d amistakably likeg Jknap and Mott 

acter—better than he did the sisters. Crane ie a o edeae his char. . fj Sentiee 
pearance and actions of a man, and for that Sih Wea external ap. m very much enamour’d of the skyline of New- 
him. Crane didn’t like Alfredus, as that precoci Tedus Tespected As you know; Ta hath an ethereal beauty which only a fabulous 
through the mediation of Samuelus, but he aie aus Soon leamt York, and believe S; the east cou’d equal. Tis a beauty unique and 
spectacle as his mincing foes. On the whole, Alfie didnt te a Dunsanian seat understand Samuelus’ adjective of “flowerlike” 
a hit in Cleveland, because the gang there were affected a d € much of original, a0 lied to the faery coral growth which springs up out of 
the last degree—sentimental, emotional, and given to ab 1 which he app + with the stars and win the moon’s argent admi- 
of the arts they studied in the lives they led. Galpinius er oO aaa ate edi growth shou’d be the work of vile human in- 
stuff— steel-cold intelligence with a healthy contempt ioe aaa ration. Hen ae in the least to me. I hate the insects but admire their 
and external display, who uses art as the natural amusement of a na Say deposit—so that when I look at that spectacle of majesty and 
that is greater than art instead of as an intoxication and an excuse Fa peli as Manhattan Bridge I cannot believe that it holds anything 
pose and egotistic eccentricity... . 49 base and nasty as organick life. Lately, in my favourite Tribune I 

reese One who so values love, shou’d realise that there are only two came across the first view of the Manhattan skyline which in any way 
genuine kinds of it: matrimonial and parental. . . . duplicates my own imaginative conception of it. Oddly enough, it headed 

Providence, which spurn’d Eddie living, now reveres him dead, and an atticle distinctly comick but I cut off the comick part and let the 
treasures every memory connected with him. The hotel where he stopt, fabulous mystery and aerial vividness of the drawing alone sink into my 
the churchyard where he wander’d, the house and garden where he consciousness. That is what I see when I gaze upon New-York! I will 
courted his inamorata, the Athenaeum where he us’d to dream and enclose this drawing, which is by Albert Levering; asking you to return 
ramble thro’ the corridors —all are still with us, and as by a miracle it with care. You may have seen it—but it must be separated from its 
absolutely unchang’d even to the least detail. The radiance of these Prosaic setting to be really beautiful and exert its fullest intoxicating 
things imprest my late visitor Sechrist more than anything else in the an New-York is very beautiful—it is the only town on earth which 
rownteee ‘ascinates me as Providence does, There are really two New-Yorks the 

Now, Child, send Grandpa that horror story! If you will Fi: gon! ' __ incteasingly Georgian New-York of the ground, ae passengers = the 
and write lots and lots of terrible things, I believe you may res on see—the New-York of Minetta Lane and Fraunces Tavern—and 
chance to land them in Weird Tales, for as you will see when I send ¥! € elfin, heav'n-scaling New-York of the air—the New York which 


j +a which tet 
the Henneberger letter, they are desperately in need of material 7 : et ae pinnacles for admiration afar off, and is brother to the 
is basically unconventional. Pray picture to yourself the gs rf a ae clouds of vernal dawns. The architecture of the future seems 
fiend-loving Old Gentleman, and delay no longer 0 mailing gn to perpetuate this duality of beauty, and none may say what 


‘ e in my unheard-of. ; 
your nameless monstrosity! About the Ashton Smith ee me en of-forms may not rise into unsuspected reaches of aether as the 
: Pass—until the final decadence comes. This flowering of ambi- 


Hound—I omitted that myself, on advice of Eddy (not 


“ sect tO tiou 4 

ditor would objet 4s stone will be utterly orici 

local protege C. M. Eddy), who said that the editor | h wi ine erly original, and will form America’ 
aie + whose work I am trying ie and su and spontaneous contri es QUE Soe 


bution to the architecture of the world. With 


such exploitation of an artist-poe 3 
ties above them, I do not see how New-York- 


€cstasi . 
Weird Tales. Now that I see how so asies of wild beau 


lidly I stand with bo 


a , 


Yr. most obt. forbear 


160. TO EDWIN BAIRD 


598 Angell St. 
Providence, R.I, 
My dear Baird:-— February 3, 1924 
I was delighted to receive your tw icati 
you like Nemesis. This delight stoned Faunipesertitcd ‘ic ee 
ae anes caused by the implication that Arthur Jermyn re 
press as The White Ape! I wish I could convert you to my 
point of view regarding the annoying literalness and flaccidity of that 
latter title . . . but all I can do is say that it is the only title which I 
could never possibly have applied to that particular tale; that it is at 
war with the spirit and internal harmonies of the narrative, and clashes 
fearsomely with the effect of the opening paragraph. One thing—you 
may be sure that if I ever entitled a story The White Ape, there would 
be no ape in it. There would be something at first taken for an ape, 
which would not be an ape. But how can one ever get those subtleties 
across? . . . At any rate, I know I am partly to blame for this, since I 
voluntarily offered to shorten the original title to Arthur Jermyn. Now, 
however, after seeing just what a feeling of melancholy that ua- 
Lovecraftian caption has given me, I am returning to my original te 
solve that my titles must be considered as integral with the tales, and 
the whole rejected unless the titles also are preserved. The weakening 
in this case was my own, but it wasn’t worth while! Thanks ae 
giously for the proof-reading offer, of which I shall avail ayer dee 
the utmost avidity despite the laboriousness of the process. / a 
Bierce hated proof-reading, and use to complain of the bore ig alee 
to Samuel Loveman. He read proof for the Neale edition 0 


i ivi tion 
ed works. Glad that Hypnos is coming. Are you giving me 4 vacatt 
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t 
+ to gnaw their uncanny course through tha 


for March, © 


eberger! Cheque? Bless me, 


m Mr. Henn : 
ae ann But I am told that the twin ventures 


o! Such details are SO ee asin rennebersa capital 
d to minus forty thousand; hence ee 
eek and inaudible minus... if min 

” oe De Henneberger seems determined to 
ie ture till the last ditch, and shows a rugged pluck I 

hang on to ny sae spoke of a coming reorganisation to include work 
ee een Sain and the elaboration of gruesome crime ma- 
I ee pense of fiction, reducing the latter to a novel and two 
or three short stories per issue. I can’t say that this strikes me as follow- 
ing the Machen or Poe tradition in art (unless Marte Roget is a key- 
note in Poe), but if it increases circulation and saves the magazine from 
annihilation, who shall quarrel too arbitrarily? At any rate, Henneberger 
has the right idea in savage unrestraint and departure from the conven- 
tional point of view .. . I'll bet he'd snap up that Eddy yarn, The 
Loved Dead, which is presenting such a doubtful case! But I should 
hardly say that H. made me any “proposition’’, as he intimated to you 
he might. The only part of his letter that brought me in was a request 
for a novel of 25,000 words or over, which I shall be happy to send 
when I finish it. I've nothing of that length complete, but after trying 
as ae for Home Brew 1 experimented a bit with the novel form, 
rack x aa ray shaped which will probably suit Mr. Henneberger’s 
ae se i a hideous thing whose provisional title (subject to 
page seal the Worm. All this apart from my big novel 
suited to Weird Aer Bt be exotic and highbrow, and wholly un- 
. By the way, I felt complimented when Henne- 


Tger expr : ate ‘ 
ever abe : ed his opinion that my Rats is the best tale Weird Tales 


_ Hennebe I wish he'd tell sister Bob Davis that! 


from plus eleven thousan 


f et’s 2 . : 
interesting 8et's curiosity about my age, habits, and personality is quite 


Were asa a taste, I suppose, of what I should encounter if I 
te Dunsa: 
Mediocre 
Write his autobio 
© Warrant it, I 


Hi > 
: hy. ave you read Dunsany’s Fame and the Poet? I vastly 


I must write m i 
: y autobiography some d: 
eee y e day ... eve 
Ue oe Person of late seems absolutely determined # 
re ie Ys especially if he has done nothing whatsoever 
© pompous and colourful, and supply the element 


of dramat 
i 
Lifelong iy coe where life has oe SELECTED LETTRR 
ava Ace and nearly life] Sa to supply it 
ae ~ and simple as eile ae : ong ill-health have made helas! 
ue : ; 
aa Soe 4 ie vie celebrale—nothing a. who subsist an Wein mes 
Vv i hillips Lovecraft w b ore, if even that! Tales 
ictorian hou as born on August 20 


Jacet: GEORGIUS PHILLIPPI, Vir Incomparabilis, nisi SA 
genuisset’’. It is the cankering sorrow of my lif. th | aaa 
through another son than th Foor rat eee 
€ more than incomparable Samuel! At 
eh mae age me very few months, in fact—the future mae 
erature emigrated to the Province i 

his Parents with him on account of ae ot he tances a 
business—commonplace thought—in the village of Boston. It was here 
that first contacts with literary people were established; for as a ptovi- 
sional residence the young philosopher chose that of a friend of his 
mother whose name is not unknown to fame, but whose finances made 
co-operative living a vety useful expedient at that period—I refer to 
the late poetess Louise Imogen Guiney. Oliver Wendell Holmes came 
not infrequently to this menage, and on one occasion (unremembered 
by the passenger) is said to have ridden the future Weird Tales ef. 
ple on his venerable knee. But such a career of promise wee ae 
long. At the time, indeed, young Lovecraft showed signs of oe 
literary progress. Ever a nervous child, he began linguistic Be ae 
at shortly after one, knew his Anglo-Roman alp ee & ete was at 
was wont to astonish the suburban throng (for ths mnt er whereon 
Auburndale, eleven miles Bee 

the cosmos rotates) with poetic ae 


a table’s top. In 1893, however, 


ft and his me 
cline from which it never emerged; so 
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‘e ae -grandpaternal roof at 454 An- 
held the solar illumination. But 
on was nothing of the sort to 
dictator of literature was intensely attached to 
Js in Europe and taste for Italian art made 
‘ed and pi rser, and to the whole place with its 
1a) Neate S t stables, walks and gardens—and best 
ee a are to the dreaming fields and mystic groves of antique 
ae eta (now solid blocks of homes and apartment-houses ) 
Serna magination peopled with every con- 


’s vibrant i 
hich the young sages vibran 
ails sort of unreal presence. With the house was a vast atfay of 
books—the fusion of two hereditary libraries—and to this the rising 


aesthete turned when, at four, the ars legendi became his. By a curious 
twist of taste, onl old-fashion’d things and fantastic things attracted the 
y 8 & 
infant marvel. Save for vivid tales of faery, and dark whisperings of 
the nether world, he would read nothing without the “Jong s”, so that 
his Taste became compleatly that of the eighteenth Century, and his 
first Writing (or rather hand printing), perform’d at the Age of five, 
err came at the age of seven) hath this selfsame long s as its most 
. ent Characteristic. The child was weak, nervous, and inclined to kee 
S Own company after he found his vol i isrelish’ : 
ne is voluble conversation disrelish’d b 
gentlemen of his grandfather’s ci z z 
Pie, ara. ae at 1et’s circle who form’d the only per- 
pees a to. Children he dislik’d on account of their 
fear is nus eit isinclination to cast their playing into coherent 
ee ia atick channels. Further adding to his unpopularity 
amongst ortho see eae and independence of utterance. Born 
still ere istians, he ; 
of i tentfi Sceptick. Born poe mga . Is eee and later (and 
he Revolution and Cin; gst patriotick Yankees and Sons 
curs'd the F Cincinnati, he w. d 5 
Ka’ the Fourth of July ¢ , as a dyed-in-the-wool Tory wh 
ing when y from the age of thr pean 
$0 frail other folk sang A , eoignd sang 'God Savethe 
ap that formal school merica. A queer duck, altogether—and 
-PPeat here and th, o* was out of the questi we 
's the best there, but Only snatch wre ee os 
is youn School, and | am singul cs. After all, a cultivated fami y 
& man diq atly complacent about the training 


gpLBCT 


providence, to that sa aoe 
eS P adler which he originally bet 
a dy for the elder generati 


what was trage 
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SELE TERS a ions as any OX 
any human being, or yee LETTER pcTBD ae lyst and dabbler in 1mp ages re dark, 
é even to see or be seen BL prooding analy My hair and eyes 4 
wn town was an ordeal -Y ONE; and ever yo ch of a brook” an brunet. My : iton in me 
ieee - Not that he ever liked peop] 'Y trip pe as UC” | Mediterrane - ao of the Cymric elder Bri 
nue ‘s among the felidae that he has had PIC aS well a5 a sawed-0 ose there is something © | am part Roman, as if some 
Te es ‘ I can assure you that Nigger-Man is (ok win ipoogh—! cap have liked to ei eee blood in the Blessed Isle, to 
us and purring reality! But this whole hi ; » alas! at times eral had le they in their 
: : sto. aire or gen rman as they * 
Poverishment and decay. Lovecraft was born to a ee Slow im rovincial 8 cael that of the Saxon and ue es va ae would 
Servants and three horses—and he has seen them all Old of four be later ey et it is the Nordic I most : ne since I shall never 
these, and the old home as well, for the death of his see dfath, all turn came. eae than a poet .-- safe pre eae L as oieeuallaever 
a burdened estate forced a removal to a small flat three blocks pois! ther be @ aay and ineffectiveness are my i about life and the 
the same street . . . the flat wherein this machine is now ae On | fh either. Fu ae because I don’t care enoug by nature, and early 
which will probably go in turn during the co: ng, but amount to anything, Tam a sceptic and an analyst by , 


ming spring, when finances : ical materialism. I was instructed 
e in all probability ; resent attitude of cynical ut two, 
t is why pega be A | settled nase Ee Santa Claus and the Bible at a se cet ae. 
tlds. My mother was striken ie to ee both a passive acceptance not especia yi headin “Within 
in I919, and one aunt or another has subsequently reigned here, a cd its critical keenness of its enthusiastic cena - ie ss 
Around 1920-1921, my health began of itself to effect that mending ae Si few years I added to my supernatural lore the fairy 

which legions of specialists had for the past thirty years sought in vain Pea 


Grimm and the Arabian Nights; and by the time I was five Sarre 
boule stoalinasied ei ee eee choice amongst these speculations so far as truth was concerned, thoug 


eee aeons my lifetime. In 1920 I went for a visit to Bos. for attractiveness I favoured the Arabian Nights. At one time I formed 
ton, and slept under another roof than my own for the first time in a juvenile collection of Oriental pottery and objects d’art, pee 
nineteen years. The last time had been in 1901, when nervous nostalgia myself as a devout Mohammedan and assuming the pseu ona . 
had forced a speedy return. My daily life is a sort of contemptuous “Abdul Alhazred”—which you will recognise as the author o : 
lethargy, devoid alike of virtues or vices. I am not of the world, but an mythical Necronomicon which I drag into various of my tales. When 

amused and sometimes disgusted spectator to it. I detest the eS, | was six my philosophical evolution received its most aesthetically 
and its pretences and swinishnesses—to me life is memes significant impulse—the dawn of Graeco-Roman thought, Always avid 
though I believe the universe is an automatic, meaningless chao for faery lore, I had chanced on Hawthorne’s Wonder Book and Tan- 


‘4 rs h ! 
will decree a final disintegration landing m world to try. Less 
York. Events? Nothing ever happens! Tha’ 


goes off to explore strange and terrible wo 


of ultimate values or distinctions of Hebe aod te oes | glewood Tales, and was enraptured by the Hellenic myths even in their 
artistic to take into account the emotional heritage sr delicate sensi- Teutonised form. Then a tiny book in the private library of my elder 
and follow the patterns which produce the least ron catenin aunt—the story of the Odyssey in Harper's Half-Hour Series—caught 
bilities. Thus, although holding the eal: ee 1 believe in an bo- ie Bae From the opening chapter I was electrified, and by the 
phy of the Puritans in the most abysmal Pee act like a PuritaM yy ni teached the end I was for evermore a Graeco-Roman. My Bag- 
nour and fastidiousness of conduct which spot thanedall breed | ae cae and affiliations disappeared at once, for the magic of silks 
and earn the name of Puritan from all who are n RR colours faded 


| Bard 
| of cattle themselves. I am myself—alone—as the Bar 


| teaders i th can that of fragrant templed groves, faun-peopled 
f thought I hold in equal OMtMP” loved mrs ett and the blue, beckoning Mediterranean that 
back’d Richard say. All schools of thoug of intellectual and aesthetic | Webfes meat €tiously out from Hellas into the reaches of haunting 
| ‘Ah, “yes—that is my ene: wy eae alk-white Not- k ere dwelt Lotophagi and Laes 
fe] ? 


S wi i 
neh and Circe her Swine, and 
© Oxen of tadiant Helios. As 


trygonians, where Aeolus kept 
where in Thrinacian pastures 
soon as possible I procured an 


experience. It is damne 


£ action—sho 
dic type—the type of the mast 


er-conqueror and man oO 


donym of SThcius Val . 
erius Messala”—Roman and the pseu. 
not Greek, since 


Rome had a charm all its own fo 
observingly through Italy, and as ote Co had travelled 
counts of its beauties and memorials of ancient joe a gts 
trend had its result in a philosophical way, and Standeur. This aesthetic 
ering of religious belief. When about ae anagn Ss baba ee 
pagan, so intoxicated with the beauty of Greece that J me cia 
sincere belief in the old gods and nature-spirits. I have Si, 
built altars to Pan, Apollo, Diana, and Athena, and have watched for 
dryads and satrys in the woods and fields at dusk. Once I firml 
thought I beheld some of these sylvan creatures dancing under suki 
nal oaks; a kind of “religious experience” as true in its way as the sub- 
jective exstacies of any Christian . . . whose unimaginative emotional- 
ism and my unemotional imaginativeness are of equal valuelessness 
from an intellectual point of view. If such a Christian tell me he has 
felt the reality of his Jesus or Jahveh, I can reply that I have seen the 
hoofed Pan and the sisters of the Hesperian Phaéthusa. 
But in my ninth year, as I was reading the Grecian myths in their 
standard poetical translations and thus acquiring unconsciously my taste 
for Queen-Anne English, the real foundations of my scepticism were 
laid, Impelled by the crude but fascinating pictures of siete 
ments in the back of Webster's Unabridged, 1 began to take sas ine 
in natural philosophy and chemistry; and soon had a promising © p 
: ; “entific text-books in my 
tory in my cellar, and a new stock of simple scientific whe laboratom 
budding library. The books will never leave me, but : Aes Mie 
after being transferred to this house, I am giving to a becomes immi- 
Hope Street High School, as final domestic se i ane 
nent. Ere long I was more of a scientific student t a i The Poem of 
In 1897 my leading literary work was a “poem ¢f 
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TERS 
+ was a compendious treatise 


Odyssey. In 1899 i 
Jscribbled volumes. But mythology was by 
i d I read much in Egyptian, Hindoo, 


and tried experiments in pretending to be- 
the greatest amount of truth. 
d the method and manner of 
all motional mind, I was soon 

science ee aaa materialist. My scientific studies had enlarged to 
hical, biological, and astronomical rudiments, and I had 
lysis in all matters. My pompous 


, eogra 
a et of relentless ana : 
le ora, written when I was eleven, was dedi- 


“weak” called Poematha Min sles 
aes the Gods, Heroes, and Ideals of the Ancients”, and harped 
tones on the sorrow of the pagan robbed 


., disillusioned, world-weaty 
of ee antique pantheon. One of the stanzas from my Ode to Selene or 


Diana runs as follows: 
Take heed, Diana, of my humble plea; 
Convey me where my happiness shall last-— 
Draw me against the tide of time’s rough sea, 
And let my spirit rest amidst the past. 


he New 
es OF, ~ * 
te pemistry 19 several pen +3 
on ¢ e Jected. In this peri 


0 means : 
ad Teutonic ray o8- 
e each one, to see Me 1 aa eae 
lieve +. pill be noted, immediately adop 
as having an open and une 


ch might contain 


Hitherto my philosophy had been distinctly juvenile and empirical. 
It was a revolt from obvious falsities and ugliness, but involved no par- 
ae or ethical theory. In ethical questions I had no analytical 
eae see not realise that they were questions. I accepted 
care files Seta of many prevailing hypocrisies and 
ee Lavin giclee? - and SSE ALUMEN Gece without dispute; 
evi’ Thanet tink eee which reached beyond good and 
indlnsditslte bane = in reforms, notably prohibition, I was 
a matter of taste and tl ethical casuistry; since I believed conduct to be 
sie eae Boone with virtue, delicacy, and truthfulness as 
atid ais Seinties i word and honour I was inordinately proud, 
too obvious and as éctions to be cast upon them. I thought ethics 
ered Philosophy sole! onplace to be scientifically discussed, and consid- 
still am, eae ae in its relation to truth and beauty. I was, and 
structure of the waite Regarding man’s place in Nature, and the 

» + Was as yet unawakened. This awakening was 


in the winter 
of r902- 
Y thongs: my’ stadieg, 0 when astronomy asserted its suprema- 


OO 


- SELECTED LETTERg 


The most poignant sensations of my existence are those of 1896, 
when I discovered the Hellenic world, and of 1902, when I discovered 
the myriad suns and worlds of infinite space. Sometimes I think the lat. 
ter event the greater, for the grandeur of that Bfowing conception of 
the universe still excites a thrill hardly to be duplicated. I made of as. 
tronomy my principal scientific study, obtaining larger and larger tele. 
scopes, collecting astronomical books to the number of sixty-one, and 
writing copiously on the subject in the form of special and monthly ar- 
ticles in the local daily press. As I mentioned in the preceding letter, 
my intention was to become a professor of astronomy. By my thirteenth 
birthday I was thoroughly impressed with man’s impermanence and in- 
significance, and by my seventeenth, about which time I did some par- 
ticularly detailed writing on the subject, I had formed in all essential 
particulars my present pessimistic cosmic views. The futility of all exis- 
tence began to impress and oppress me; and my references to human 
Progress, formerly hopeful, began to decline in enthusiasm. Always 
partial to antiquity, I allowed myself to originate a sort of one-man cult 
of retrospective suspiration. Realistic analysis, favoured by history and 
by diffusive scientific leanings which now embraced Darwin, Haeckel, 
Huxley, and various other pioneers, was checked by my aversion for 
realistic literature. In fiction I was devoted to the phantasy of Poe and 
his congeners; in poetry and essays to the elegant formalism and con- 
ventionality of the eighteenth century. I was not at all wedded to what 
illusions I retained. My attitude has always been cosmic, and I looked 
on man as if from another planet. He was merel 
Presented for study and classificati 
tialities in many fields, but coul 
futility as well as in its terrest 
I had scant faith in the worl 
est in its cherished pomps a 
well on the road to my Pres 
temptuous indifference towa 


y an interesting species 


possibility of fulfilment, 


As I Now approach thirty-four I have no particular wishes, save to 


7 and eive refined and agreeable aesthetic impres- 
sions. My objectivity, always marked, is now paramount and unop- 


posed; so that there is nothing I am not willing to believe. I no longer 
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A LOVECRAFT SILHOUETTE 


a 


ERS 
sELECTED LET? a0 


really desit 
gilded illusion © 


e anything but oblivion, and am thus ready to discard any 
r accept any unpalatable fact with perfect equanimity. I 
t last concede willingly that the wishes, hopes, and values of hu- 
manity are matters of total indifference to the bland, blind cosmic mech- 

‘ness I recognise as an ethereal phantom whose simula- 


anism. Happ! 
crum comes fully to none and even partly to but few, and whose posi- 


tion as the goal of all human striving is a grotesque mixture of farce 
and tragedy. That is the essence of H. P. Lovecraft. A very queer old 
gentleman, as all dashing and arrogant moderns will agree! 


can a 


* x * * * 


As to this Reading Lamp business—my word! I’m half inclined to 
believe you've started something! Shortly after your former letter came, 
I mentioned your recommendation to a friend in New York—the Mrs. 
Sonia H. Greene whose Horror at Martin’s Beach you re-named The 
Invisible Monster after I had very carefully removed Mrs. Greene's 
original title The Nameless Monster!—and she, knowing of my indo- 
lent habit of never getting around to anything, took it upon herself to 
visit the office and carry a lot of my stuff (both manuscripts and discur- 
sive letters) for the editor or editors to look over. She found the enter- 
prise in the hands of a courteous, obliging, and literary palaeoparthe- 
noid lady yclept Miss Tucker, whose amiability extended to the length 
of inviting Mrs. Greene to a dinner to meet the actress Mme. Petrova 
and some Russian princess whose name would be too much for this 
1906 rebuilt Remington. But to return to the main thread—this dicta- 
tress or virgin of the lamp was vety favourably impressed—so much so, 
Mrs. Greene writes, that her reaction might almost be termed enthusi- 
asm. And as a result she told Mrs. Greene that she intended to write 
me about some reviewing proposition . . - which I shall certainly 
x Sane if it means a more than theoretical augmentation of my fiscal 
cae Thus your kind suggestion may possibly result in my gathering 
aici ne In a new pasture—though advance optimism 1S never ju- 
aah t all events I thank you... and thank you also for the 
Bs: bree bracket enclosed in yours of the a8th. If I ever nail that 
waste ales biblia (it’s only twenty-five dollars worth—the fifty 
ings (if Be ined sum of three separate prizes!) I shall begin my pick- 
Ae into petmnitted) with the complete works (as far as published ) 

achen. Slave as I am to his daemoniac spell, I don’t own 4 


Certe, n J 
ullas bananas hodie yim Yeone days. of Se 
ci 
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I. TO FRANK BELKNAP LONG 


Young Man with Spectacles :— 


- . . One is from Baird, . 


. . but i 
neberger, who it turns out is the main one . . . is from Hen. 


. . . the actual 
-.. He... proposes... i i owner OF the magazine, 
Gh icago author y . . as is arn miriie Wright (a roedioge 
his two magazines, and is leans : ee Sone bas Boe $51,000.00 on 
dlirerascobseanebeatne Aeris pictaiae perme 7 He will intro- 
fiction to one novel and two or three eRe oat pa nae me 
rest of the space with written-up morbid crimes of ay life. 3 : Be : 
Pe ae : . a 2 aheange outrageously, calling my Rats in the Walls 
es has ever secured. . . . But one thing interests 
me—Henneberger wants a novel or a novelette from me—something 
unspeakably terrible, and over 25,000 words in. length. I think I shall 
comply with his request, developing a monstrous and nocious idea 
which has for some time been simmering unwholesomely in my con- 
sciousness—a ghastly thing to be intitul’d: The House of the Worm... 
And your Grandpa hath read The Terror! Child, ‘tis monstrous well 
done, with an horror that gathers each moment to the imminence of 


catsatrophic evil. No one can so well as Mr. Machen suggest dim re- 
ont to creation. This tale 


i istence is an affr 
gions of terror whose very €x! e 
I conceive to be inferior to T he Three Impostors, not only Pe - 
the excessive looseness of the author's later style, but bee ie 
borious explanation at the end. One shou’d never state an ofror : 


i ted... ; 
: a “ ‘pornography—N0 Child, I don’t believe you enjoy 


it! You've 
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pe wes fully grown-up 
think its aw. 

ising ib d you like it for yourself any more 
ig boys és don’t believe you oked fot effect before 

, but ssi uously sm zs it 
gythin’ tobacco 1 s0 @ iful or artistick about * 
ev Jike the ere’s nothing beaut nsagtive processes 
g tons. ealisation of cestath ultimate digest”  detail’d 
a ee is extrinsick——as @ aga iat | am un- 
ad its only Valve OT ind in psychological ACI ad that 

epiction © What it hath n0 interest in itself, and thé 
fo” holly factitious, and deriv’d 


d unwise reticence impart. 


: ducation an é 


n I was of course curiou iusi 
d in adult books, and about the prohibitions 
ders upon my conversation. Being of a scientifick and in- 

ed up the mysteries step by step in 


t, I naturally follow: 1 
ae aad other books—for with my temper no one dared seri- 
ng. Ending with the medical books of my physi- 


rything there is to be known about the anatomy 
and physiology of reproduction in both sexes before I was eight years 
old; after which curiosity was of course impossible. The entire subject 
had become merely a tedious detail of animal biology, without interest 
for one whose tastes led him to faery gardens and golden cities 
Gere br exotick sunsets. Curiosity, the one impelling motive, had 
an Re ae a ee Panipat drove me into other 
composition of matter; astron sae ne ae yaeeppcte 
verse; legendry, and the sities = she aes: pahite.of the uni- 
PUES Gr inot this cle e possibilities of the imagination. 
true and intrinsick place in ee or humanness” of any kind, has a 
interested enough to dispute ee eticks, I am neither dogmatick nor 
believe it, 1 must have told ELiaek It may, though personally I don’t 
nected with man as sad] you long ago that I consider anything con- 

y ctamped and wanting in universality... . I 


think an : in 
¥s4 based (0) it : A 
toa vast de n low instinct necessarily tawd. ay 
tion outsiq 2ree, Freedom—the lofty Geen ee : ty, local and limited 
€ mankind, outside the soci at puts a great imagina- 


Blt bettie , Outsid, i 
1 os 1 PEASY ’ e the universe— 
vetmin— godlike inspiration. Man is a brood of rere 

stable 
least a trivial incident of no 
minds as ignore or minimise 
any, who dreampt of Pegana’s 
eir sleep, which are the worlds, 


which I di 
imposed by el 


yestig 
encyclopedia : 
ously restrict my readi 
cian-uncle, I knew eve: 


. Curse upo 4 
ultimate significance n this planet, or at 


1M—such mi 
80ds and of ini ey 


oe ee only such 
at of the early Du 
€ unsubstantial visions of a 
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the ie ities * + Probably 1 am ; 


ce, so J am . ut Nothing ; 
W. not § in th 
hat Wearies - I kn in the eC 


SIR WILFUL WILDRAKE. 
Dedicated to ae Se ce 
In elder Days, when rattish Rips tRileinet, Gent 
Were always pardon’d for their Slips; 
When CHARLES (as if to set the Pace) 
With Doxies swell’d our British Race, 
There liv’d a Rake of antient Name 
Whose Sires had known a martial Fame; 
But who, indiff rent to the Sword, 
Fought softer Fights, and gayly whor'd. 
This Brat, of rampant Squire begot, 
Was sure design’d for Lecher’s Lot: 
At Birth he had a roving Eye 
That winkt at wenches passing by, 
And ere he cou’d in Speech converse 
He got a Bastard on his Nurse. 
When ten the Boy had known with Pride 
Each Trollop of the Countryside, 
And pass’d so ably did he whore ‘em, 
The old Jus Trium Liberorum! 
His Father, liking not to fee 
So swift a Growth of Peasantry, 
(Or yet a Rival quite so bold as he) 
Ere long the little Satyr sent 
To travel on the Continent; 
But many 2 Tale his Tutor told 


sBLEC 


TED LateEe stripling still more bold. 
That provid S easie Gallick Jades, 
He charm d the alia’s Shades— 
And Bitches of Italz ae 
God help us all if eas ae he bred! 
Our Sons must fight the seo on 
(Myself, 1 think it downright Treas 
To wench abroad in any Season. ) 
But in due Time young WILDRAKE came 
Back to our Isle to vaunt his Fame, 
And gain the Prize our King design’d 
For Merit of a gallant Kind. 
Behold him now at ev’ry Ball 
That frets the Peace of Windsor Hall; 
A Maccaronie of Renown 
With ev'ry Baggage of the Town; 
Bold with the Trulls, and quick to boast 
Of Vict’ries o’er each reigning Toast, 
Nor slow to hint he hath been rash 
With Lady Blank, or Countess Dash/ 
One idle Day a Nymph he knew 
T ur ctatty riggish Imp 

© serve his Fortune turn’d a Pimp: 
¢ Fray was won—the : 


25 Of the (nw) Joy he knew 
Whilst he aa Prian and the St ew, 


ther f 
- ar b 
a acs Some loose Me _ 
sient s Was much in Kae 
Cups €, the less h : 
ft wi Craft es 
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So WILDRAKE early le SELECTED LETTER, gpLBCTE? LETT i” ae He once embrac’d. 
Now all went well, till amn'd to hide, | And Se wed, he seeks a Mai 
WILL’S Nose Balen one sad Day | Resolv’d me Chancres unafraid; 
And powder’s L, ir Bilis tedder Ray, of Age 2 ho’ young and sound, 
eeches cry’d that sure | An ugly Ci tee Peel Ate 


He must depart to take the Cure 
a once but often did they fares 
e rake-hell Blad . 

Yet spyte of © to change his Course, 

Pain’d Yie Of all the poor Wretch grows 
pox’d, and putrid with his Woes. 

The years as well their Tribute claim, 

They seam his Face and bend his Frame 

Till ere his Mind his State can see, 

He finds no Joy in Venerie. 

The Ladies flee as he draws near, 

And ev'ry Strumpet costs him dear, 

And what is worse, each bawdy Fling, 

No spark of Pleasure now can bring. 

Bred up to live on Lust alone, 

A Courtier by Priapus’ Throne, 

He sees ahead a weary Waste 

Whose Bliss he never learn’d to taste. 

“Alas!” he whines, “had I but thought 

“Of what vast Ills by Love are wrought! 

“Had I but train’d my mind to glimpse 

“Some Goal above my Whores and Pimps’ 

“Fifty and feeble, I must crave 

“And ogle vainly to my Grave, 


d bred on A 
Ce (save for Errours with a Groom) 


* f Dian’s virgin Bloom. 
aie g sweet Nymph the Rake essays 
In rustick Peace to end his Days; 
Trades Bawdry for a Patriot’s Fire, 
And turns 4 stolid country Squire. 
Three infant Forms the Household bless, 
Entrancing in their Loveliness; 
An idiot Girl, a weakling Boy, 
And one small Saint, his Mother’s Joy, 
Whose Groom-like looks his lover’s Sire annoy. 
So ends poor WILL, whom Parents praise 
For prudish Tongue and virtuous Ways; 
First to reprove a lick’rish Air, 
And first to stone with erring Fair. 
"Tis he that rails with righteous Zest 
At Modern Nymphs in Style undrest’d 
he shrinking Petticoat and naked Breast. J 
is Merits all the Country fill, 
And Heirs adore him for his Will; 


af (aloud) can think with Ease 
at Death so good a Man will seize, 


; t) 

“Whilst even then (if Crones ert ee er, Nago’ 

“M ‘chide Ghost will haunt the Spot! oe cuckolded by doltish Wife 
y ILDRAKE learns, ypocrite concludes his Life: 


ur 
Ea src old Age he burns; 


0 
nce hot for Cupid's Pleasures only 


He pines—dull, ro 


hile in pox'd 
saa > the Flame of Love be low, tten, lewd, and 
For tho Beauties glow. , lonely! 
iness ne 
on SOS genial Ardour spent, Yr. obt: an 
The Rake, nd penitent; : cestor, H. P, 


; proud, a We 


ch ea! 


162. T 
© JAMES p, MoRT 
ON 


g A 


diagram tadsed Commies ney oa swell, but wit’ a little 2 mutch 
Sout’ Brooklyn? Y. ee daa wot kinda dump yuh got in 

y €s yes go on yuh int’rust me strangely. Here's hopin’ 
to gawd I get on de spot before they croaks the ol’ hangout—I’m all 
for the cold shimmy joints! 

The Hound was my own title—as you'd orta remember, you havin’ 
heerd it the day or 2 after it was wrote, and handin’ me de tips what 
made me change it on bot’ ends! But Artie Jermyn’s playin’ in hard 
luck, seein’ as Leetle Bairdie’s hell bent to call it The White Ape. 
BLAH! I give the proofs of dis de onct-over yesterday, them bein’ sent 
becos of 3 miss prints in the Houn-Dawg...- 


Yures for citizen soverenty, 
Theobaldus 


14 Feby., 1924 


pocampus — 


Child, Weird Tales is 


ire! Entire new jo 


lot of work at your 


b—to rewrite a strange narrative which 
y to Henneberger; a narrative to be 


fed and formulated, and to appear as 4 collaborated prod- 
igs Houdini and H. P. Lovecraft.” Henneberger demanded a tele- 
ms ie ly as to whether or not I'd accept the job, and promises 
oe NEE: | | wired him an affirmative, and am now 


INSTANT PAY on delivery! a 
at work familiarising myself with the geographical details of the Cairo- 


Gizeh locality where the alleged adventure is set—especially with the 
singular subterranean place betwixt the Sphinx and the second pyramid 
known as “Campbell's Tomb”. 

It seems that once Houdini was in Cairo with his wife on a non- 
professional pleasure trip, when his Arab guide became involved in a 
street fight with another Arab. In accordance with custom, the natives 
aa ci ext that ee on the top of the Great Pyramid ; and 
ean z seen a masies s interest in exotic oddities, 
he oe eee of seconds and supporters. Hou- 
ine neounter followed by an equally me- 
aul OT and the <cisart < ones off-colour and rehearsed 
EBteab iat reveled sac : ardly surprised when suddenly the 

, und himself bound and gagged by the 


two Arab: 
tithes anaes the combat. It had all been prearranged—the 
dSceniae aes Se im as a mighty wizard of the West, and were 


Supreme, With powers in a land where wizards had 
of the Temp oe secon they took him to an aperture ee es 
drop of fifty-three a Pharaoh's (Campbell’s Tomb) eeheee see 
nae has but one co Te. One to the floor of the chee ae 
IS Well-like Rormal entrance—a winding pa 
this abode Opening, Producin 8 Passage very far from 
f g a long rope, sean 
of darkness and death and left him oe ae aes 
; s out means 
amidst the kingly dead, and ignorant e 


° Hi 
Maleficious Ip aly oes 


dsi 
ee Houdini related orall 


ascent} 


bound and 8agged 


marks about their throats 


++. UNsus- 
t the balsam’d dead, or a 


Houdini, and as such 

. , : 

siggy afterward being found dead with clewlike 
which could not possibly have been made by 


the hands of Houdini. The more latitude Houdini allows me, the b 

yarn I can evolve—I'm asking Henneberger to get me as much i aa 
ble from the versatile showman. In the same letter Henny sent a 
advance copy of The Rats in the Walls, booked for the March issue, 
There are some misprints, and a sickening failure at illustration; but 
outside of that it’s O. K. 


164. TO JAMES F, MORTON 


“Yr. antient ancestor 


H P 


19 Feby., 1924 


O Fountain of Felicity in a Desert of Monotony: 
; sneer 
Weird Tales? Boy—what I told yuh afore was only the beginal” 


I’m hearin’ damn near every 
outfit—and just had 
tian horror with this 
lates) thrown into an an 
location correspon 


J.’s) betwixt the Sphi 


ides—al 


guides) 


and left to g¢ 


ds with th ( 
x and 2nd pyramid) by two 


a special delivery 0 
bimbo Houdini. It 
tient subterraneous temp 
e so-called Campbell's Tomb (not Pa 


n. 


| bound and gagged as 


t out as bes 


on the 
t he mi 


day from Henneberger—the owner 
rder to collaborate of an 


is boob was (as 
seems this oe pa (hos 


treacherous 
Keith circuit—(him, ® 
ght. Now Henneberge! 


0 e 


EgyP" 


he £€- 


ot the 


313 
LECTED LETTERS 
$ 
e pe 
is peginning to do aa i 
to put this into v! i 
a Hoodie. I’ve shot back a 
tion Houdini’ ll stand for—since 


Munchausens 4S straight dope, 19 
oodie give me 4 


rsonal directing over Bairdie’s head) wants 


arrative form—it having merely been told 
query as to how much sheer imagina- 
I gotta idea he tries to put over his 
which he figures most heroically. But 
dH free hand—then b’gawd I'll pull a 

: ain Tl have them guides dress up as mummies to scare the 
Pe Houdini ye have Hoody escape without encountering ‘em. 
And then, when Hoodie takes the police to the scene, I’ll have the 
guides found dead—strangled—chok’d lifeless in that anticent necropo- 
lis of the regal stiffs—ewith marks of claws on their throats... claws 
_..daws ... principal and subordinate clawses . . . which could not by 
any stretch of the imagination belong either to their own hands or to 
the hands of Houdini!!! Brrr . . . 1 hope them guys gives me leave to 
Lae sr mh 2 enguld be plastered! Henny says that Houdini wants 
oe [ bees Ake Sarees some books or other when he gets back 
fi eisai breccias lunch a ivsyallojalsea with Me oe: 
kin get anyt’ing outa me if ya flash = f Vatiasptachicaleman canny 
forgot to tell ya that ee. es a fat enough roll! Oh gawd—I 
y has come acrost wit’ a cheque for ONE 


HUNDRED BERR 
rey TES! 
Misprint, Sweared to ae spoofin’—100—count em—1oo—Not a 


Sion expires Jul 
. y 52nd, B. : : 
This Sort of blah is a 4 C. 1066.) But I’m still sportin’ a 7V, Kelly 


kin’ find 
Gris Old Theobald hangin’ 


To get away from life and all visi- 
, " Universe from unconsider’d spheres 
coe aire a not man nor joy nor feeling—to laugh coldly and 
ae a! . ye ow-bearded gods amidst the lengthening shadows of 
gnarok! Humanity—life—letters—zest—the earth—the common- 
Pe eas —I spew them all out and roar with the warrior 
: ! : ate man, literature, pretence, scholarship, aspiration, sophisti- 
a oe mea and all the rest of the sickly show! For me the abyss 
nd the spaces between the stars where outlaw- iing 
os Pet schalvevanntee utlaw-daemons stalk unsmiling 


Lays of Ancient Rome? Why, Sonny, ‘I worshipp’d ’em before there 


was any little Belknap in the world at all—'way, ’way back in the yel- 
low nineties when I was young myself . . 


“spirits of 


. if I every was young. Ma- 
caulay was a poet that once—and even elsewhere, though he conceal’d 
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oets—in fact, I do not think any 
ingly call “the 

, prose: t degenerate moderns sneeringly ; 
it i Ey equtiful cae een and shout Alala! With the glitter- 
oe style”. 1 spit af the Republic as they stride with iron sandals 
consular peas d. In those Lays Macaulay struck the one note 
overt 4 sabes to swell my aged breast POWER Pee IMPERIVM 
qhich has PER OMANA . . - and the multitudious colour of a vary’d 
R as 


v5 cm onder made Roman by the march of the Gold Eagles! S. P. 
world of W 


LETTERS 
randiose men are P 


SS, G 
ae Taide and shouting. He plays that he may not think—for 


thinking is the most absurd thing in this damnable, monotonous uni- 
yerse. And as for Puritan inhibitions—I admire them more every day. 
They are attempts to make of life a work of art—to fashion a pattern 
of beauty in the hog-wallow that is animal existence—and they spring 
out of that divine hatred of life which marks the deepest and most sen- 
sitive soul. I am so tired of hearing shallow asses rant against Puritan- 
ism, that I think I shall become a Puritan. An intellectual Puritan is a 
fool—almost as much of a fool as is an anti-Puritan—but a Puritan in 
the conduct of life is the only kind of man one may honestly respect. I 
have ho respect or reverence whatever for any person who does not live 
abstemiously and purely—I can like him and tolerate him, and admit 
him to be a social equal as I do Clark Ashton Smith and Mortonius 
an Kleiner and others like that, but in my heart I feel him to be my 
did esate act Bs abysmal amoeba and the Neanderthal man—and at 
him, no sae a sort of condescension and sardonic contempt for 
may be. Tt i et how much aay aesthetick and intellectual superior he 
amongst as ee deep feeling and because it is a very deep feeling 
Cted and a pad men of the woods and seas I hold it to be as sa- 
Such slave of ae sonny, other human feeling. However—I am no 
ence and ¢ Pee ReRRY, that I blindly adore every ultimate conse 
See the prot, amification of Nordick impulses. I am among the first to 
and whilst ae of the attitude of aggressive ultra-moral criticism; 
Mechanical aig industrialism an inevitable sequel of scientific ae 
Sttoyed beautif ‘e ye I am none the less sorry that it exists. It has és 
destroyed Ban > things, just as your beloved Latin sophistication 
utiful thoughts. I hate it all, and spit upon it all, for I am 


tnal impressions which 
on of property can Procure. Books are very feeble fie 
Neither you nor I, for all the classics we have read _ 
dredth of 


very young. 


Yr. obt. ancestor 


HP 
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K BELKNAP LONG 


£66. TO FRAN 


25 Feby. 1924 


. i ben Daoud :— 
ly little Suleiman 

but Comely 

O Black 


ms émi ly the medium for 
i to me, are preeminent 
Sonnets, it see y 
eo . : ‘jdeas—in short, for a poetry as nearly inns as poetry 
E i easing to be poetry. There is something inherent! 
without C & $4 
can be wi y 


least 
ive and analytical about the very form ‘of the sonhetasonae 
eflectiv’ 

- strikes me that way. 


i ity your poor old Grandpa Theobald, who by 
cae fi pe teegrtatt Henn cherper se fte a tale he hath not yet 
Beaty a to write! Inshalla! ¥ Z USNS My Egyptian research 
FP thie brary proved indubitably that Houdini’s story is all a fake, and 
that there is no great sunken temples on the Gizeh hint se 
This means that I must invent some unknown sunken temple—at the 
same time adhering to that literal verisimilitude on which Henneberger 


insists. It’s a tough job—and the result will be just as commercial as you 
claim your Desert Lich tale is. ... 


My poor protege Eddy is ill with something almost approaching 
penumonia—and his father having telephoned that he needs cheering 
up, Grandpa’s going to see him tomorrow night. He was here only A 
week ago yesterday—a valiant little Nordick who keeps buoyant an 


cheerful despite all the assualts of adverse fate. Poor as hell, ne 
with a wife and three children, frail as glassware, and rebuffed by 
tors, he can 


yet stave off melancholy and smile and whistle like a boy! 
Heigho—it’s a great life! 


Well, be a good boy! 


= HCP 


16 
7 TO Maurice w, MOE 


598 Ap 
Rel] 
Providence ve 
Sieur St. Maurice "AUBUration D 
atch 
So this is the * Taq 


SO world’ €s th 
Siok pets Twin rivers of tears a we Paths alone aie 
ng € to orm a new Ppleton an i 
Why, oh a New ocean, whereon float 4 Providen 


crowned, his yellow hair pli 
and his purple robe torn with ABS OF the ae Sdrak that Ij 
across the antique bridge of stone; and he sang of the twilight, and ae 
moon, and soft songs, and the window where he was rocked to sleep as 
the lights came out one by one and shadows danced in the marble 
streets below, and the sun of morning bright above the many-coloured 
hills in summer, and the sweetness of flowers borne on the south wind 
that made the trees sing. And when the archous bade him cease his 
songs and apprentice himself to Othok the cobbler he said, “Wherefore 
do ye toil; is it not that ye may live and be happy? And if ye toil only 
that ye may toil more, when shall happiness find you? Ye toil to live, 
but is not life made of beauty and song? And if ye suffer no singers 
among you, where shall be the fruits of your toil? Toil boa ee 5 
like a weary journey without end. Were not death more are Be 
Thus spake the youth crowned Mae Be and rae be oe 
came into Teloth from the hills ani tol men a , 
had been a Prince in remote Aira, the city of me Se 


259 Parkside Ave. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
March 9; 1924 


i nd 

-e your delightful letter 4 
aes 2 Se lonesome, since you a 
yourself! Bless my old bone 
1d transfer the family seat withou 


u. 
ae ha e See? You will feel bee rae sae oe 
sending for oe could behold Grandpa this week, a ae eat 
tive on Ouaalel e, hustling briskly about, and even : ie 
ularly in the Dea of facial tweezer technique with honest, et ‘ 
ne DT ict And all this with a prospect of So Sneayatas 
and fapl 


‘ ob—in the offing! g 
Be a scecpar & revolutionary news—there is ff 
aie about my securing an adequate room, of being we 
a ae (doddering patriarch that I am) until you arrive. 259 
Pee, pretty homelike with the fine Colonial secretary cleared out 
a devoted to my use, and will be still more so when all my things— 
and yourself—reach here. 

By this time the drift of this ponderous epistle will have begun to 
make itself clear. The selection of 259 Parkside as a permanent resi- 
dence, rallying-point, and successor to 454 and 598 is in truth the only 
matutely logical and thoroughly common-sense solution of the problem 
created when finance disrupts the Old Homestead and forces aged 


Theobald to “give over” his listless midnight mooning and helpless 
hermitage for a more active life. 

That more active life 
things which I could 


work—my first rea 


e, to one of my temperament, demands many 
dispense with when drifting sleepily and inertly 
tld which exhausted and disgusted me, and hav- 
al of cyanide when my money should give out. I 
0 follow this latter course, and was fully prepared 

should fail or sheer eunni grow too 
neatly three years ago, our benevolent 


_- ae 


: Yim 

ered, ¢ Netve-r y the gr » for 

appl ‘h d anyone 5 acked chil 00. SPiting seq i WVity 

is y Imself to a care SeNsitive to eny: uth ? TViving 
of Vigorous &t of €nuine fie nment ever > 4 Won 


Su were 
Magnolia, N.Y. 


herself had begun to find me more congenial than anyone else, and had 
come to depend to a great extent on my corresponden a 
tion for mental contentment and artistic and hi aida 
Being, like me, highly individual philosophical enjoyment, 
; , y individualised; she found average minds only a 
source of grating and discomfort, and average people only a bore to 
escape from—so that in our letters and discussions we were assuming 
more and more the position of two detached and dissenting secession- 
ists from the bourgeois milieu; a source of encouragement to each 


other, but fatigued to depression by the stolid grey surface of common: 
d relieved only by such isolated 


placeness extending on all sides an i 

points of light as Sonny Belknap, Mortontus, Loveman, Alfredus, 
i d the like. . 

Sees y, 1 believe, in mentioning to you and A. E. P. 


S. H. G. was not tard 


hb 0! one an oO 
4)thov8 kside visits, er 
Pe England saving su 
nat of those 


m to be. You know 
d Theobaldian ad- 
ll some deus ex machina roughly 


decision and precipitate an abrupt turn 0 
de i case finance, pessimistic weighing of all life against 
fe and a blind clinging to the 


ing sheer inertia, reticence, t 
ented by uncommercial daytime sleeping at 


tless status-quo. T. hen dawned the inevita- 
ble need of doing something definite—the need to “get up and get” 
industrially, ot make good my ancient plan of shuffling off to a Swan 
Point subterranean repose. The old sleep was over, and unless I wished 
to face a new and voluntarily eternal sleep I must secure the settled and 
bracing environment which can electrify a fat, ambitionless, and drows- 

ily senile shuffler into a real man and professionally capable entity 

New York! Of course! Where else can one be alive when h ‘ 
vitality of his own and needs the magi i Sanaa 
gic spur of external inducement to 


rrence, may see 


has' ’ ni 
+ develop or theif final occu : 
onservatism, 40 


Theobaldian ¢ 


old order of things ti 


ence tO ; ; 
here ig to overtide all in 


hibernatory P 
598, all uni 


i past 
(anaes and congeniality? A “room” somewhere mi 

ut how stupid to accept clumsy makeshifts Sines z 

Na rea 


ed taste, regard, and incen- 


tt 


decisive “talki 
ng over’ which ; 
tals, yet which teally exceeds Aine eres Pfompt among mo 
jr 


analytical appraisal and debate. 


tions, sighs of I never would have thought it and all that SO: 
? ct 


of thing are infinitel 
y exhausti iti 
reason has had its leisurely race '0 @ sensitive personality after calm 
cal decision. It hardly seemed to ie expression, and made its logi- 
han nerdtdknty alana esrid reaee is in view of my well-known 
dramatic gesture sweeping away th g sghtly “bust Dyeing 
ly reactionary holding-back The e a oe ce eae 
each an individualistic one; and the ieee reat te bce ate pi 
circle onl i i ae 
rable Be ieee oe ee tie as oe one Even 
u 1S : 

So, epochal and stupefying as it sede Ge don’t nen I shall 
feel that all the preceding paragraphs of artistic preamble have gone 
for naught!) the unbelievable is a reality. Old Theobald is a house- 
holder at last, and (hold in readiness the smelling-salts) a bona-fide 
partner with that most inspiring, congenial, tasteful, intelligent, solici- 
tous, and devoted of mortals and co-workers, S. H. G., in the venerable 
and truly classical institution of Holy Matrimony! 


(RECESS FOR RECOVERY OF POISE) 


Old Gentleman has brought you a new moth- 


Yes, my daughter, the 
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iT TERS 

goTEP ai dd 
sBP gual and sv : 
antok years, an 


mn at once--- for backed as it was by 


d long dreamed of vaguely, academical- 
tu ility for some remote future, the 1mmt- 
g mai sectively i “caystallised till the final week; when the actual 
t certain ene and settling came up with a coldly realistic 1n- 

oO mi 


) 
ied. 
he oes ideal. S. H.'s cooking, as you know already 


Pp. G., is the last word in perfection as regards 
nae _ She even makes edible bran muffins! She is 
air specialist, t an insister on carefulness and 
ith the camphor discoids—already she has del- 
d mouth wash, and has made me heal with 
cracked lip which was open all winter—to say nothing of 
here I skinned my shin slipping downstairs that time last 
ipp’d on a trip to the attic. And—#mirabile dictu—she 
is at least tryéng to make me stick to the Walter Camp exercises known 
as the “Daily Dozen’! The headache prescription came safely, and I 
shall get a bottle of my Old Reliable—although so far I haven’t had a 
headache since the wearing off of the one induced by the Houdini-Hen- 
paar rush. Decidedly, Old Theobald is alive as he was never alive 

efore! 

So much for that. Now to get you folks in on the celebration! 
You—and this is already an irrevocable dictum of Fate—are going to 
live here permanently. No negative decision will be accepted, and if 
ako t come voluntarily you'll be kidnapped! And that goes for A. 
bee i ae wee areas she isn’t otherwise in demand industrially. Tell 
“room te ae Ee for bas sojourn here just as though there were a 
responsibility, and a It’s all the better—for now she will have no 
Surely rate. Vea like we time can be devoted to sightseeing at a lei- 
hére—“and “ae-aeeeee hae must do some sightseeing when you get 
Gentlens : oubly leisurely. One sight a day—and the Old 

Mamie t permit you to get tired! ; 
mentioning es ee are a few things I should like right away—and in 
dual express shi must not omit thanks for the Belknap book and the 
petty vicissitudes aaa of which have already arrived, after some 

"st two items are if e part of the latter. Of the following list the 
ness brought up b Se important, and connected with the literary busi- 

bidden to call p by Miss Tucker—at whose office, by the way, I am 

at four p. m. tomorrow, bearing as much of my pub- 


vaseline the 
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lished ang un 
like, at leisure, 5, 
©, tather than 


€0 
With commetcia) opportunity > atmosph a 
I. The tin Ke 7 
x On the midd] 
i € shelf 
: nie one racy ae pe “ebinet,b 
. eo i 
complete dineae Tales ees pe : 
tee etrd Tales and the Home af ae 3 
S With 
Bs a New wrap or dressing-gown ‘a 
4. My calendars—daily Dickens, coloni | 
soe S, colonial doorway, 


and P, 

5. My old Webster's U; | em 
bookcase, and my re 
bookcase, on a lower 

6. My postal scales, 


7. The tin box of Gillette blades 
8. 


nabridged from th 
2 e 
d Stormouth’s Didi (lock-beating) 


arty from 
shelf, at the very end next the ana south 


Whe i i . 
 convenient—the precious cabinet with all its contents 


Well—as Sandusky phrases it—that’s that! Here's hopine ¢ 
isn’t giving you and A. E. P. G. too great a jolt, a Peo 
nise amidst the surprise how miraculous a salvation the whole thin i 
for an erstwhile aimless Old Gentleman who always needs a a 
off under him to make him move. It looks as if there weren't any more 
need to worry about Ancient Theobald’s future, for if there's anything 
in him, he’s surely got a lifelong assurance of the sort of cate, compan- 
ionship, and environment needed to bring it out. ie 

And so I conclude—awaiting first your congratulations and later 
your presence. S. H. sends an overflowing fount of regatd and affection 
to both you and A. E. P. G., and adds her urgent voice to the chorus of 
demand that you come hither first for the reception (date of which 
we'll supply) and then permanently. If I've overlooked iM 
tial in these pages, pray forgive it and find an explanation Z : 
wildering and inordinate length of $0 important a Soe ant 

With every sort of love and good wishes, and hoping to see J 


I have ye honour to subscribe myself, 
Yr. most a 


H. P. L. 


soon, 


ff: nephew and obt. Sertt 


+ 
paces aa 


259 Parkside Avenue 
Bklyn, N. Y- 
March 12, 1924 


regular ways of giv- 
hafts of my strange 
the posolutely 
g of an 


ll the ordinary, 


ell, Kid, ing you impervious to the s 
es g jolt, ae ie oe herewith springing on phates 
nd violent Pet lied-for device for the infinitesima splinte ae 
ot aPF nourished phlegmaticism. Give me credit for g 
ani | 
e line that I am at this writing 
ed house than I was at 
for detective stuff, that 


sual suggestion of pet- 


from the above dat 


5 ng, it appears that Tv 

‘aay Dare nee ca nesar tee sad Oh, just the capricious- 
a ‘, old aeet Yuh see, this sheik stuff of yours is damned sere 
and I thought I'd try a bit of it—since rll try anything ona a 
more conservative fashion which befits a staid elderly person of LO _ 
al tastes and Novanglian background but imperfectly shed. 

In other words, Old Theobald is hitting the high spots on @ sete 
ship basis, the superior nine-tenths of the outfit being the nym 
whose former name has just been canned in favour of mine own we e 
doorplate at the above address. © = a : ss 

Yes, my boy, you got it the first time. Eager to put Colonial ar : 
ture to all of its possible uses, I hit the ties hither last week; a = 
Monday, March the Third, seized by the hair of the head the Presiden’ 
of the United—S, H. G.—and dragged her to Saint Paul's Chapel, 
(1766) at Broadway and Vesey Streets, where after considerable assort- 
ed genuflection, and with the aid of the honest curate, Father George 
Benson Cox, and of two less betitled ecclesiastical hangers-on, I] suc- 
ceeded in affixing to her series of patronymics the not unpretentious te 

of Lovecraft. Damned quaint of me, is it not? You never can tell what 
a guy like me is gonna do next! 


* ek * & 


most nameless, slitherin i 
; 8, unmentionable H 
. ¢ HORROR 
si oie hooved through the tenebrous and necropha a sce andie 
ight. To square it with t valat shoei ag 


he character of a 
fs a x popular showman, 
n the ‘“‘it-was-all a dream bromide—and we'll see a aia 


thinks of it. i : 
came in so thie near ee ees bacarpee a z 
Seca ayeanhouneainae a damn second to change it—and 
About the Ardinii Varini—o gawd and montreal! This blow after 
both S. H. and I have been stuffing an envelope just for you! And I 
even picked up a beharding’d envelope in Central Park t’other morning 
as I was taking my constitutional prior to delving into antique Aegyp- 
tus at the Met. Mus. Well—here they are as a lawst farewell—and 
you'll find some of your precious men higher up amongst ’em if you 
search with sufficient diligence. I’m damned if I'll stop now to sift “em! 
Lud, Sir, but I fear the profusion of the memorial issue will impait 
that scarcity which is the measure of value amongst virtuosi of distinc- 


tion, so that all your pains will have been expended for an incommen- 


surate reward!... : 
Most obt. Servt., 
Theobaldus 


spi BCT 


ED LETTERS 


s7o. 10 JA 259 Parkside Avenue 


March 14, MDCCCCXXIV 


Arise, Six James! igtee 
the fitness of a Church-of-England ceremony—gawd, boy, t ul 
one ous if you think that side of the question 


take your religion seri 
a Tang to do with it! Background, id—background! Dont you 


see the aesthetic impressiveness of investing a momentous decision with 
all the quaint and picturesque beauty of gesture and ritual that nearly 
two thousand years’ practice has gently woven into the inmost texture 
of our civilisation! Do you give the hook to Greek myth merely be- 
cause you don’t believe literally in the anthropomorphic existence of 
the twelve Olympians? Religion, my son, is a pleasing fiction associated 
inextricably with the artistic progress of our culture; and deserves just 
as much recognition as any other ornament. Did I not imply as much 
last December when I admired the First Baptist Church, and sought 
teverently to play Yes, We Have No Bananas on the venerable organ? 


SRS The aeons and the worlds are my sport, and I watch with 


calm ‘ : 
a and amused aloofness the anticks of planets and the mutations of 
Iverses, . . , 


Yr. Obt. 
@coBarsog 
THEOBALDVS 


‘71. TO MR 

S. F, C, CLARK : Bs 
259 Parkside Avenue 
Bklyn, N. Y. 
'March 318, 1924 


" ) 
Y Very dear Daughter Lillian:— 


confij : This is no ordinary bourgeois household where 
cts of interest and authority, and all that sort of thing, develop. It 


<.ee 
cele erie, 
see ee ee 


, which did not include my 


daughter L. D. C.? Late 
while you will find this faviaies thane cee am 
Capacious enough to accommodate our residing geheials Pap aaa 
I hope to be working soon on the tentative chapters of the weird 
book, and am meanwhile inspecting a contract for the handling of 
work which Miss Tucker has submitted for approval. I think I shall 
make two amendments before affixing my signature—one to exempt 
collaborated writing from the scope of the document, and the other to 
ensure non-alteration on the part of the Tucker-Allen firm. The latter 


provision would stipulate that my original manuscripts be used as typed 


by me, “down to the last comma and semicolon”, as I told Baird when 
sending my first stories to Weird Tales. By the way—could you send 2 
the duplicate copies of Weird Tales now on the top of my bedstead! 
Miss T. wants to show some of these things around when marketing 
my work, and I don’t wish my best file copies so 
haps lost. Have you purchased the latest issue with 
called The White Ape) and Nemesis? There ate 
latter, as follows: 


Stanza Three, last line—f 
Stanza Five, last line—for curs’a rea 
I am quite flattered at the advance tee sf 
the public may receive it as favourably as 
As to literary § 
ro, Tennessee to sho 
it marvellously—wst 
York address, 
i st CO. 
ered in 2 mos" © 
a4 all on him. --- 


iled or frayed of pet 
Arthur Jermyn (here 
two misprints in the 


‘or water read waters. 

d cursed. : 
ce given Hypno% 
e editorial staft 
ecial trip t0 
st : 


and hope that 


aha I] see by thi 


329 


ETTERS 4 ke : 
gore? © 5 epistle that the typewriter did arrive. So 
P 1. Now follow them 


gots ing else wherefor 1 am mightily gratefu 


gid everything © 


yourself, an Yr. most aft: Nephew & obt. Servt.: 


H. P. L. 


BELKNAP LONG 5 
259 Parkside Ave. 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 
March 21, N. Y. 


172. TO FRANK 


Hello, Sonny! 


Grandpa and Grandma got his nice congratulations, and hope on 
Sunday to see their good boy! Meanwhile the Old Genteleman will 
wind up with one more travelogue before that glorious period when 
Sonny will be in on most of his travelogues in person! 

Jam glad the Big Event didn’t make you faint! Analysts, I presume, 
might have foreseen it in the growing congeniality of the United’s 


Presi ; : 
tesident and Official Editor; but even the most gradual evolutions 


S . 

a 2 ee ultimate results become manifest. The proj- 
fie ica) ae im wie Hier thereabout ++ more discussion 
Feblinnslgwaanoecre y pices which must have been 
minllipkascicia sane preparation! We thought we'd give the 
and we were nee : idn’t tell a soul—even my aunts—till it was over 
Moon, Later. came ie depart for Philadelphia on a Colonial honey- 
daughters, ang ee € notifying, the approval of both Grandpa’s 
friends in okies happily coincidental Visit of Mrs. Cae t 
here, You'll see a N- J.5 which puts her very much in touch with ‘ 
Over! Grandpa ee Sunday, Sonny, if you're a good bo on 
Cortaling in loc ans to settle down here and do some i : = ae 
: cole eee intensive cash- 


quent paragraph will d 

: Weird Tales evel- 

Nd now Bie tepellent CHICAGO . : oe me in 
p| ity ! 


‘oni a Aczyptian card to 
a 

Sntral, duly arrived at sae ae, = ie 

mu pent the 


- . and impart 
in, the entire 
ty, whose triumphant conclusion I 

gawd! Think of it! I had sat up 


ond possible. . . . a grisly skeleton at the feast! Thus on my wedding 
morn I hasted to the Reading Lamp office, where Miss Tucker was 
damn generous in letting me use the whole stenographick force in one 
mad effort to replace the lost text. No use—before it was half done the 
hour for more momentous steps had arriven, and I had met the bride- 
elect in the final license-ring rush .... to say nothing of a good Ital- 
ian dinner somewhere in thirty-somethingth street! The license stuff? 
Dead easy! We beat it to the Brooklyn borough hall, and got the pa- 
pets with all the coolness and savoir faire of old campaigners “a 
you ought to have seen your old Grandpa, Sonny! DEE ae 
nexing his 27th, or King Solomon starting in on the oa ; “a ee 
had nothing on the Old Gentleman for languid fluency an ae eee 
versation! Then we prepared for the historick spectacle © 


illo- 
tion—hopping a taxi and proceeding at once to the Place de la Gut 


ine. ch a 
= pdllewtsteeresNtnae PP a ae eal t ain pe ei 
an old British Colonial ever faithtu ) ‘Admnital 0 

ichard, Lord Howe, 
at Richar 783—and where H. R. 


question to ae 
George the Third! Where was it 


His Majesty's fleet, worshipp’d from 1776 to I 


S3z 


i lly Kin 
spLBCTEP LE 5 Wales (later the Prince aie i a y ease 
ee ‘cant whilst a midshipma pH 
ae IV) was 4 Se oth strongly Old Theobald’s traditional 


Whete, indeed, <A yeaa background intensified by the mar- 


sage of apts guess’d it! St. Paul’s Chapel, Broadway and 


ilt in 1766, an . 
Vesey Sweets, Pe ctin'sin-the-Fields! GOD SAVE THE KING! [il 


e place if you want it. 
Bee i a oe ae hunted up the resident curate, Fa- 
ther George Benson Cox, who upon inspecting the license was more 
than willing to perform the soldering process. Having brought no ret- 
nue of our own, we avail’d ourselves of the ecclesiastical force for pur- 
poses of witnessing— a force represented in this performance by one 
Joseph Gorman and one Joseph G. Armstrong, who I'll bet is the old 
boy's grandson although I didn’t ask him, With actors thus arrang’d, the 
show went off without a hitch. Outside, the antient burying ground 
and the grateful Wren steeple; within, the glittering cross and tradi- 


tional vestments of the priest—colourful legacies of OLD ENGLAND’S 
gentle legendry and ceremonial ex 
and in the aestheticall 


! Tw 

household 
€ had j 

othe aes to depart for Philadel 

tlginegs es avy programme 


and fare- 
other bears the name of Lovecraft. A new 
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register “ME. and Mee» 
eing obliged to ea 

» we finished the evenin ‘ 
in town which was si 
ere for a dollar we obtain’ i 


exterior with a Colonial interior. Signing the 
Was quite easy despite total inexperience! B 
damned Houdini Manuscript done instanter, 
the only publick stenographet’s office 
open—that at the Hotel Vendig, wh 
of a Royal machine for three hours. Grandma dictated whilst on ia 
typed—a marvellous way of speeding up copying, and one i Ae 
shall frequently employ in future, since my Spouse expresses ‘cia 
ness amounting to eagerness so far if 


ling. 

as her share of the toil is ¢ . 

She has the absolutely unique gift of being able to decipher tata : 
scrawl of my rough manuscripts—no matter how cryptically an 3 


d in. 

ee ape: day we “saw Philadelphia tight” by rubbereck 
—folder and views enclosed. That evening we had to do typing 
again at the Vendig—truly, a most practical and industrious honey- 
moon—and at length we drifted back to N. Y. with the finish’d man- 
uscript, which was shot off to Henneberger amidst the milder diver. 
sions of ordering announcement cards at Dutton’s, and all that sort of 
thing. Thenceforward, placid domesticity ... . punctuated by fraternal 
correspondence with Houdini, who liked the story and wants me to call 
on him at his home, 278 West 113th Street, and with Henneberger, 
whose latest missive has aroused vast excitement in this serene and new 
founded household. This honest but uncouth worthy Henny writes that 
he is making a radical change in the policy of Weird Tales, and that he 
has in mind a brand new magazine to cover the field of Poe-Machen 
shudders. This magazine, he says, will be “right in my line’, and he 
wants to know if I would consider moving to CHICAGO to edit it! O 
gawd, O Montreal! IT may be a flivver, but your Grandma is urging 
me to take it up if it definitely materialises and is accompanied by the 
requisite guarantees. This I can hardly contemplate without a shiv- 
er—think of the tragedy of such a move for an aged antiquarian just 
settled down in enjoyment of the reliques of venerable New-Amster- 
dam! S. H. wouldn’t mind living in Chicago at all—but it is Colonial 
atmosphere which supplies my very breath of life. I would not consider 
such a move, big though the proposition would be if genuine, without 
previously exhausting every sort of rhetorick in an effort to at 
Henneberger to let me edit at long distance. One trouble 1s,. that : 
damned thing might fail after a few issues, leaving me stranded in uo 
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Ee cenes . . . you can bet your Grandpa'll look sharply 
ial Were ie sort before contemplating it seriously! But it 
ince anyway. I shall see Henneberger soon, for he means 
vend he SAYS (GLORIOUS REALITY! Mail just came, 


for another HUNDRED fish!) he is send- 


me a cheque thisisies 
98 without my 9 


a special tr ip 
dini ab 


ition of Ma au 
Pe because he does not bother with ponderous profundities 


which in the end have no meaning at all. Of course, he places form 
above matter—because it belongs above! In this futile, chaotick uni- 
verse, it is supremely silly to fancy that anything matters mote. than 
those agreeable impressions which result from beautiful expression in 
any of the arts—including the art of life. Not that I swallow Machen 
whole—all of the defects you catalogue I recognise in one degree or 
another. But he certainly has a grasp of the principle of pure and subli- 
mated horror which he shares with no man living, and perhaps with no 
man who has ever lived. His style I positively dislike—which shews 
you how impartial and uninfluenced by personal regard my entire judg- 
ment is... . a 

Your slum travelogue interested me vastly, and I hope you will take 
me to this hideous cesspool some day soon. Whether I have ever beheld 
any place of equal putrefaction remains to be seen—at present I find it 
hard to conceive of anything more utterly and ultimately loathsome 
a oe eee of the Jower East Side where Kleiner took Loveman 
ive mendes 1922. The organic things—Italo-Semitico-Mongo- 
2 & that awful cesspool could not by any stretch of the 


Magination be call’d human. , Th 
adumbrations of the pi eprawictopinonsiransyaad tnebulans 


thecanthropoid and bal; el 
from roe ee ae ‘ntopoid and amoebal; vaguely moulded 
and en stinking viscous slime of earth’s corruption, and slithering 
doorways He is d on the filthy streets or in and out of windows and 


ashion suggestive of nothing but infesting worms or 


eo CC 


Sores at every point. ... 
- .. . . Whitman had geni 

fected; conceited, artificial oe te nite me utterly. He was af- 
damentally coarse » Philosophically puerile, and fun- 
; y . . . you can bet that th ; Sethe 
which I did not visit was the Whitm pele IH joa a 
Eheviivec=sehereourideedaintil 2 ae shrine in Camden N. J. across 
the squalid fellow-poseur of ies ae ‘ Tk va in the eighties to see 
Wilde’s posing, because he created ‘eaae sa much. Ican forgive 
Walt !!!!!! There’s one point where 2 meee i ee 
: tend to disagree with 
you, and that is where you say that all forces in the cosmos are bent 
upon the destruction of all that is beautiful and fine. To me, this 
sounds just as unphilosophically teleological as Mortonius’ opposite 
theory; since there is no reason in fact to believe the cosmos and its 
forces anything but utterly indifferent to all that appears, be it good ot 
bad according to any particular local standard. The values of mankind 
regarding “beauty”? and “fineness” mean absolutely nothing to the 
blind gods of the ultimate abyss, to whom all things are alike; and 
those gods, in their brainless, sightless grinding of the eternal mill may 
sometimes accidentally favour and sometimes accidentally frustrate 
arbitrarily, and accidentally happen to esteem as beauty 


and fineness. The one really significant fact about the cosmos is its fun- 
direction . . - 29 absence which f¢- 
in- 


damental absence of purpose of 

listic analyst the iIlusions of right, wrong, justices 
eevee ; such thing 4s beauty—there 1s 0 such 
for they do 


rth. There is no 
The gods are 
want, or even 
5 or defeat me 


against us, 
| is chaos and chance, 


ept that his in 


neither for not 
that we exist. Al 
ans nothing ¢x¢ 


justice, and so fo 
thing as fineness. 
not know what we 
and a man’s succes 
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inevitable events 


d meaninglessly 
nt—that the 
s inelucta- 


cTED LE 
rons may OF may not happe 
% n unconscious U 
chances t0 surround him. You 

are generally pre 
ble environment. Nobody is to b 
ise, but it usually happ 
forms a legitimate p 


n to coincide with the 
niverse automatically an 
are right only to this exte 
tty widely at variance with hi 
lame for this, and it could not possibly 
ens to be so. Recognition of this natu- 
hilosophical pessimism, but the mo- 
becomes bitter about it he makes an ass of himself; for 

to attribute intent and personality to the formless, 
and unchangeable void. We drift on a chartless, 
and forget the rest. ...-- 


Yr. obt. ancestor, 
ial Je 


infinite, unchanging, 
resistless sea. 


173. TO MRS, F. C. CLARK 
259 Parkside Ave. 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 
My dear Daughter Lillian:— MEMES 


..... And here are a few not : 

has recently occurred to me to i a s on odd sundries . . . things that it 
ticles. A yardstick, if there i include in the catalogue of necessary ar- 
drawer; my pole and cl ere is one; all the soft collars in my bureau 
felt hat, my old stra c a hangers from my clothespress; my brown 

packed away; all m w hat, and my brand new straw hat as carefull 
ter suit, best thin i overcoats, new grey summer suit, old oxford wi : 
dals; all blankets a aa SHMIMEr WAP) ‘wotheoata shoes bath ae 
eh e ng, 5 ? n- 
but I guess you know a 8: especially the ancestrally woven blankets 

Proceeding big Il of this anyway! 
Yes, we'd like a foe your questions and consider i 

Sides the old €w pots and pans, and I d roe eB eS O Ss 
53 inches j ted parlour clock. The doubl o want my room clock be- 

line et iN size, and we hae bed mattress here is 74 b 
Which may ¢ would appreciate anything i Lami 
be euituee y conform to these dimensi ything in the mattress 
Baye lions Y acceptable. No—I do ensions. All china and silver will 
Sure to send re distinctive enough ist oa the musician busts or 
© little paperweight lion ae household; but be 
gave me, which is genuine- 


for moving her friend’ 

One thing just occu 
did some shopping aro 
chocolate buds cost seventy or seventy 
ty, whereas they are only about forty. 


dence! Now if you are going down town before the final assembling of 
na iit might slip in a pound or two of these pleasing commodi- 

eir Rhode Island price, which would certainly effect a most 
welcome saving on a highly desirable article! 

. . .. . Last Tuesday I attended the Writers’ Club, where I 
heard an exceedingly acute address on Shakespeare by the celebrated 
Will Irwin, who had enough new material to teach something to even 
the most erudite of his hearers. As casual anecdote I may remark that at 
the general breaking-up it was my fortune to be helped on with my 
overcoat by none other than the distinguished speaker himself .. . 
to whom, however, I refrained from offering a tip! 


t beloved Hershey's 
-five cents per pound in this localj- 
“nine or fifty at Gibson's in Provi- 


eee ee 


I had a piquant note from Eddy today, and must answer it ee My 
correspondence and amateur work, however, have had to be ee 
glected on account of this rush order for three chapters oe a me 
American superstition. Miss Tucker probably failed to realise 


Be : ch such a theme with 
amount of preliminary reading necessary to approa s pee 


even a shadow of the adequate background—but I am 


i ; can tell 
try my best. It is, of course, essentially a gamble; for no one 


i e 
er will want it till after the three trial chapters af 


blish ee 
crete jae whole I think the magnitude of the ene bee im 
ose Besides—now that I am started I really want to : 


for its own sake! Servt: 


Yr. most aff: nephew and obt: 
H. P. L.. 
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174. TO JAMES F, MORTON 259 Parkside Avenue 
May 6, 1924 
Cheerio! 


It all depends on the ball-and-chain. If she feels Sica! to : 
‘id night we'll show up at The Writers. But if she doesn’t, I'm af- 
Y d I'll have to be listed among those absent. She generally has to hit 
o hay early, and I have to get home in proportionate time, since she 
can’t get to sleep till I do. Otherwise, I keep her awake waiting, and 
she feels like hell the next day. Alas for the old days of Aug.-Sept.- 
Octr, 1922, when as a mere guest I could stay out as late as I damn 
pleased, and she never knew when I came back—or whether I came 
back at all, at all! However—I think I can get her used to my being 
out one night a week—the night of The Boys. ... 


Well, ta. ta! 
Bcobdrdog 
TheobaldVs 


175. TO MRS, F, C, CLARK 


259 Parkside Ave. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


My dear Daughter Lillian: August 1, 1924 


I trust that 
Which my extend 


ty venture, has created 
> SO that it seemed advisable 


decided to give the thing a trial... especially since all oth 5 
tions seemed unattainable. A : er posi- 
; nable. Accordingly I took home contracts, applica- 
tion for bond, and the like, and the next day returned to Newark, 
where I presented the filled-out blanks and received a briefcase full of 
selling material which I was to study before reporting for final details 
at a salesmen’s meeting Satuday morning. The situation, on investiga- 
tion, seemed clear; so much so that I revised the main line of approach 
vide enclosed) in order to marshal the facts effectively. On Saturday 
y: 
the 26th I attended the salesmen’s meeting, absorbed points from veter- 
an salesmen, and was introduced to the head of the Newark branch, a 
crude but well-meaning fellow named William J. Bristol, who seems to 
display traces of a Levantine heritage. My tevised version of the “sell- 
ing talk” created somthing of a sensation in a mild way, and I had the 
satisfaction of hearing myself mentioned at the meeting—when rh 
Ott announced to the assembled multitude that my text was to be 
les formula of the house! But the 
adopted thereafter as the regular sales orm 


hen I set out to canvass among 

struggle began on Monday, w ; 

oscar Eiht names, as per Ott suggestion, I over : 
telephone business 


directory. One of the enclose 
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t—tells the salient features of this 
but nothing gained. 
hort, I had reached a 
ism, or brass, Of whatever 
1 part of an effective can- 


wins ei been told by a veteran that retailers are easier than | 

lers, I returned to the fray on Wednesday, after my joints and | 

whosesale ; pccsed somewhat on’ the road to regained normalcy. 

muscles re ve 4 the main business district of Brooklyn, but with 

This Pe cely better than before. The dealers were more courteous, 

= ae ae more inclined to discussion. Only two—an optician and 

s ilor—cated so much as to hear the distinctive features of the collec- 

tion service or to have printed matter left with them. Obviously, I was 

not progressing very rapidly toward the nonchalant and insolent suc- 

cessfulness of the born canvasser! On Thursday—yesterday—I (to- 

gether with one other novice, a dashing and prepossessing young ex- 

officer in the A. E. F. named Edward Hutchings) had an appointment 

to meet the head of the branch in Manhattan, and to be taken around 

on a specimen canvassing tour with an expert, so that subtle points of 

experienced salesmanship might be picked up. The meeting-point was 

the Fulton St. entrance of the Hudson Tubes (about which A. E. P. G. 

aoe ee and Hutchings and I were promptly on hand at the des- 

See eee 

hood of his early resignati oy Ee and initimated the likeli- 

cat Giaee gnation. Our conferee—Bristol and a breezy vet- 

named De Kay— 

usb Aree cea cae 2 were over half an hour late; but treated 

tide up Broadway to the New York sub- 


branch—the offi 

watk ae pay a Mr. D. Costa, who takes orders from the Ne- 
the “roughneck” = aa There many details were discussed, - but 
fat—especially ‘igi "5 = Sel aS ea more ev 
among the so-called “ eveloped that most successful canvassing lies 


need] yee 
ate almost Wholly in th eras <» Garment industries which 


rt to Ot 
day. Much energy spent, 


ervened to cut the labour s 


hat I Jack the magnet 
which forms the essentia 


of m day's tepo 


4 
| 
} 
} 
: 


py the time fatigue SUP 
finite opinion t 


Se 


position out of the way. 
ture Pp lans, and to intihnite 


it) dissati shale 
) dissatisfied with his present managetship, and anxious to re-enter 


the i i i 
nsurance business, where his main experience lies. When he does 


that, he said, he may be able to offer me some proposition of really fea- 
sible nature; for in such a case he would need the assistance of a gen- 
tleman vee his own crudity being painfully in his consciousness, and 
forming in his opinion a serious handicap to his success in higher lines 
of commercial endeavour. As a beginning, he is having me revise (or 
rather, write completely from oral hints) 2 letter of application for a 
general agency or district managership, which he means to send in du- 
plicate to all the principal insurance companies of the country. With 
this approac 


h in faultless rhetoric, 
of the business to Pp. 


bit pathetic, taking into acco 
ed ambition an 


idyllic unconsciousness. Pune ein 
well as his written per biden: ee old Morton, who 15 @ 


authority than myse™ 
raduate and fone 5 a enclose the application lett eet 
> a ta ft 
ae pee aah Ne if I have #7 if ad js one 
prepared fo aw e best soft of position Fe Code to put 
pleas eu pen—and perust io Time A gy a , 
which emp"! ; tt _if 1 do 5 
ning 12 my ething diy Jayin8 
an ope 8 while my a y life before, ri a gold, 
aie a t sO ef. it in 
er if af keep ! 
t mnyselt ons Be eid iserly ree Normand d keep 
foun ard 1 


y unkempt 


future doubloons an 


to Ss 
Jest Ihave © isphere! But avaunt, dull 


worries in water 
Ah, yes—it’s a 
instalment was to A. 


bout 


the final furniture ins 
on the following day, 


of Flatbush’s ligneous w' 
‘Little-Sonny’s for lun 
indoors whilst Sonny and his Grandp: 


later stopped on a settee to t 


ed ink, or 


time for the diary now. 


E. P. G., and covered June 
ved, Well, the sun rose quite as usual 


apparently unmove 
ealth. At noon both 


P. G. can tell you, there’s a delightful and 
steep side-hill betwixt Riverside Drive and the adjacent railway tracks 


and shore. Were it not 


ow and then for admi 


supplied 
d pieces of 


ch; and in the afternoon 
a strolled on Riverside Drive, and 


ead Wilde’s The Critic as Artist. As A. E. 
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ration; letting it clink 
ete DEOL! of 
with that hair tonic, 
eight on 4 glabrous 
care! Let me drown my 


the clatter of Remington keys. - - - 


the ladies confabulated 


many-path’d park on the 


for the human herds who waddle through it, it 


would be one of the choicest spots—or rather strips—on this terra- 
jig a va the porering day—July 2nd—S. H. and I went 
pdb sowes ne of the last of our bonnet-bearing expeditions; inci- 
ie a ms: Bs Kleiner quite by chance in 4oth Street. 
WTR RE Tas so-called glorious fourth of the Yankee rebels— 
ead pig rete to open-air reading in Prospect Park. We have dis- 
rial elightfully unfrequented rock overhangin lak 
ft own door; and there we while Behe ae poke 
away many an hour in the pages 


ef chosen friends from 
Ook was Marius the 
Conqueror, by Gert. 
volume produce, th 
Pfessive pyramidal 
Saturday, the fifth, 


day We s 
: pent m 
in the Sunda: Ost 


noon, payin 
& Our 
fon house of p 


Y papers, 


ft esp 


eae James Monroe 
stum degradation and im 


Monda 


ects to Hamilton’s 


i 
cture) , threading eaine 


rae well-stocked shelves. On this occasion my 
BR eset, and hers was your old acquaintance The 
ee paiipaa So great an impression did the latter 
Snani ce next trip down town we visited the im- 
ie os iiemndes Hamilton in Trinity Churchyard! 
oa meetnns mibsrheitiae a 
elp wanted adverti 
ch Seat sth the seventh, we dedicated to eae a 
€ss interview—meeting at Trinity abo 
8fave, visiting the fine pee 
(of Monroe Doctrine faces 


perilled by new buildi 
uildi 
Colonial alleys in Gas 


re ee 
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wich-Village, and final i 3 A 

riding all fhe way up pee tan ees at Washington Square and 
to Dyckman Street, took | ay Sa aah descended the steep hill 

aera? ae , unch in a humble restaurant (that h 
Cinating whitish kitten ad ad a fas- 
) and proceeded to the ferry. Here embarki 

crossed the spacious Hudson to the foot of the Palisades: changi ae 
omnibus which climbed the precipitous slope by a zigzag fad a am 
ment affording some magnificent views, and which finally turned Hine 
through a forest road lined with fine estates and terminating at the 
quaint and sleepy village of Englewood, N.J., which A. E. P. G. can de- 
scribe to you. After that we rode down to Fort Lee (opposite 125th St.) 
by trolley, crossed on the ferry, and rode all the way home by various 
changes of open surface car. It was a great day, and gave us some fine 
sunset glimpses of the Woolworth and Municipal buildings as we 
changed cats at the Brooklyn Bridge on the homeward trip. 

Sia Sunday the thirteenth was another advertisement-answering day 
—ugh!—and on the morrow I tried some personal replies to notices call- 
ing for such. It was a weary and detestable tramp—door to door, refusal 
to refusal—and by evening I was ready to change the subject, notwith- 
standing that I had managed to work in quite a little artistic and anti- 
quarian sightseeing. I walked up Madison Avenue, where the choicest 
emporia of the rare and beautiful hold forth, and in great windows lost 
myself amidst antique vases and clocks, ship models and miniatures, rie 
classically carven desks whereon have rested quill pens and Jace-rufl : 
wrists. Then, too, I revisited the narrow and twisting Colonial sections © 
lower Manhattan, and spacious Sutton Place, up neat the piers = oe 
Queensboro Bridge, where wealth and taste have reclaimed one sho ial 
tion of dingy Avenue A, making it into a paradise of Core anal 
and Londonesque facades, with quaint terraces overlooking oe rely 

the locality approximat®y 
that rushes far below. A. E. P. G. will know 


it is withi f the Jane 

that it is within about three blocks 0: = 

a URGE nd I visited—in 61st St. Another thing I visited fe: 
nching off from sore! 


sion which she 4 

; Sts., bra ; 
was Chinatown—Mott and Doyer ots., ith Kleinet 
Ee re. This I had seen after dark two yeats 2g0 W! There are 


Chatham Squa 
and Loveman, 
some interesting 


but I now beheld it for the first time ple F 
Oriental balconies, carved and gilded, bu 


i i i disappointed. 
one’s expectations are invariably pp 


Small Sonny called up to tell his atte ed: 
Tuesday came more local walking and 4° 


Jeaving for ©’ 
cting—inclu 


Teller Man- 
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a through green, shady ways in western Flatbush which remind one 
‘nfinitely of such Providence sections as Cooke St. In the evening I did 
Beesnash work—a sudden job to be included in a coming book. On 
Wednesday 1 took my Bush work along—together with the Kasidah of 
Sir Richard Burton—for a day of hard work in the open. First accom- 
panying S. H. to a business appointment which after all yielded noth- 
ing, I next proceeded to show her some of the sights I had myself seen 
on the previous Monday; including Madison Avenue and Sutton Place. 
Then depositing her on a homeward car, I took David V. and Sir Rich- 
ard on foot to Central Park, where I spent all the afternoon wandering 
in green ways Or sitting on rocks beneath rural shade: reading and revis- 
ing, revising and reading. By evening I had worked up to the northern 
boundary, and had scaled the height whereon stands the old 1812 
blockhouse. In returning I crossed into Morningside Park, scaled the 
heights beside the Cathedral of St. John the Divine, and emerged on 
the Columbia campus; taking the homeward train at Broadway and 
116th St.... In the late afternoon we had a call from a Mr. Bailey, con- 
nected with the Homeland Co, who sold us the Bryn Mawr land, and 
discussed with him the type of house we would wish if we ever got that 
far out of the morass of fiscal peril. . . . Friday was a home day—spent 
largely in studying the preliminary part of my ill-starred mercantile ven- 
i Saturday J attended the salesmen’s meeting in Newark, later coming 
wach yaar properly transfixed with astonishment on receiving 
ab tie ratio ay ey whom I had fancied far away in Ovidian exile 
ils dP may e Lakes—LITTLE BELKNAP HIM-SELF! It 
ed bask saitbety ner, whose health is nearly as uncertain as his own 
iret ed, s Maine; developing a high fever and seeming in 
plan. "The feturh’had : ee to New York was the only safe thing to 
ise hee Belknap’s cna ted ie and she was Now steadily recover- 
en Rertusbgise aan aie i shaken with the strain of the sud- 
+ + not only Kleiner's eens ven ats news to impart to him 
Pathetic, but the Bie se , about which he was properly sym- 
weeks—of that archon 3 a a to New York—perhaps within three 
supremacy of our ieee aa aesthete, destined at once to step to the 
friends, including pipers LOVEMAN! Most of Loveman’s 
already in the“ineteg’ ey tk, Hart Crane, and Gordon Hatfield, are 
the virtual certainty aon 2 and he now means to follow—fortified by 
e literary success and recognition for which he 


I am ever Yr. most aff: Nephew & Obt, Sert., 


H. P. L. 
176. TO MRS. F. C. CLARK 
259 Parkside-Avenue 
* Brookland-Parish 
Province of New-York 
My dear Daughter Lillian:— a mayer 
Pe we Friday and Saturday were solid home days—except that on 


Saturday evening S. H. and I went to the cinema—The Linden— 
and saw an indifferent melodrama entitled The Woman on the Jury. 
Sunday we answered advertisements and hoped for the best, but 
Monday we decided to have some fun whilst life might last, so went to 
the American Museum of Natural History. .. - After the museum, we 
took an 8th Ave. surface car down town, and dined in Italian style at the 
Milan restaurant in 42nd St. The spaghetti there is excellent, though I 


insist that S. H. herself can prepare @ brand still more magical in its 
subtle appeal. After dinner, home. On Tuesday—yesterday—we con- 
tinued our pleasure-seeking, interrupted only by the industrial recesses 
mentioned on the first page of this document. This time out programme 


‘quarian, and we commenced at Fraunces’ Tavern, (open’d in 
eae Queen’s Head) an antient hostelry fe as Pe a o 
General Washington's farewell to his officers 10 1783. As bi & pe 

d I visited it in 1922, the door was open’d for us with gr ie 
ae rvitor in petiwig and small-cloaths; and we at once fs a 
BORNE S {I’d dining hall, where under the beaming ie ra 
fo thse PY ces’ painting hangs overt the mantelP 4 
CE Sete es Colonial archway i the corridor a 


rotray’d host Tg 

wee ficient white : p, spaghetti) 
d in sight of a magnt S, H. fried clams, H. P. sp 

an rtook of a good repast ( Fi waclier dinner neral Wash 


jacent, we pa 


f greater an 
A h o 
in an atmosp 


ere redolent 
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reene of Rhode-Island, 
I cou’d clearly discern in spirit, with gleam- 
w-powder'd. ..- On the same evening, 
’d at old Greenwich-Village. . - - On 
and McDougall-Street, in the iron- 
Jonial mansion, we beheld a fine plump black-and- 
later another appear’ d—this one jet black, like my 
old Nigger-man. In two more moments a prepossessing tiger join’d i 
company; and by the time I had stoop’d to stroke the haughty bla Ka- 
moor, no less than six or seven had assembled; some friendly, some 1n- 
different, and some frankly curious. It was a feline convention; and, 
Khatist that I am, I made the most of it in purring and intelligent con- 
yersation. In vain did my spouse seek to set me in motion . . . should not 
an old tomcat occasionally pause to chat with the furry cronies of his 
youth? Finally, though, when I had sighted another cat—a black and 
yellow aristocrat perched on the outside of an ancient small-paned win- 
dow—and was about to begin a fresh discussion with him, S. H. dragg’d 
me away by main force; checking resistance by pointing to counter-attrac- 
tions ahead . . . Colonial gables and distant Georgian chimney-pots in 
West Fourth Street... . 

With every sort of regards from both, and with the hope of an early 
reply, I am Yr. Most aff: Nphew and obt. Servt. 


ERS 


LECTED LETT 
Hamilton, Esq., Nathaniel G 


the like . - om 
4 silver buckles and petiwigs ne 
fei lock, out expedition arriv 


the comer of Washington-Square 
fenc’'d yard of a co 


white cat. A moment 


HPL. 


177. TO MRS. F. C, CLARK 


259 Parkside Ave. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
September 29, 1924 


My dear Daughter Lillian:— Finish'd ‘Tuesday, Sept. 30 


Si 
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thirty a. m. the 


. meet SELR 
ee Z&nial host ing broke u CTED LETTERS 


P, and we all Started out—includi 
Uding 


shown! We continued down Eigh 
Hitherto we had encountered no 


cen 
eh ete ae =e Rar a We? Saws /an'soldJhouse sor 
s from the one-time Chelsea Village—but the “‘real stuff’ 
burst upon us just below Fourteenth, where Eighth Avenue melts into 
Sor view I a cadedeg Ghliqmusur du agian 
; r se, the entrance into 
Greenwich-Village; and is made still more interesting by the park-like 
triangular breathing space called Abingdon Square. Brick colonial 
houses were now numerous, and I pointed out to Kirk in the early 
morning stillness the characteristic features of the leading types of New 
York colonial doorways. From Hudson we turned into Grove, where 


some splendidly preserved colonial specimens occur; and from there 
k A. E. P. G. about 


we entered the grilled iron gate of Grove Court, (as 
it) a delicious eighteenth centuty byway where bits of garden and occa- 
sional restored doorways lend an atmosphere which only 2 poet could 
describe. It is out of the vulgar world, and part of the fabric of ee 
quil and lovely dream. The flowers wete sweet in the came a 
graceful grey cats lent a touch of mingled beauty sa eet nS 
we repaired to Gay Street (see former letter), whose 


rdliness captivated Kirk, and afterward we epee te ie 
wo 
and Milligan Places, 


fess i Jace of whi 
and the nameless inner pape hours 
dy told you. If these ancient spots were fascinating 10 the busy" 
ready . If the 


spLEcT® 


D LETTERS 


fancy 


"I t, 
of twiligh stien'enly 


before en "he waking WO 


for the first ues 


pehind 


world aside, 20! 
timeless antiqui 
of Greenw! 


known 


night brought 4 
ian squalor was 
and sedan 


him in enth i 


their utt i156 
cats, crumin 


tld! Kirk went into 


q were sporting throug. 
ity! From this section—the 
ch Village Wwe 
as the “Minettas’, (see My 
thousand charms I 
faded into shadow, an 
chairs under the wan, 


above the lines of antique 


courts which I had never 
of archaic moonlit wall 


seen 


er and poignant charm 
als, astronomers, 


q I, though I had seen 
"I we had cast the mo 
h the centuries with the s 
‘Jefferson Market” section 


proceeded to 
long lett 
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in the sinister hours 
and poetic anti- 
raptures, seeing them 
them before, was not far 
dern and visible 
pirit of 


that congeries of lanes 
er of last March) where 


had never anticipated. All the Ital- 
d I could fancy spotless periwigs 
waning half moon that struggled 


gables. We explored some cryptical inner 


these we sought the broad colonial expanse 
endless rows of eighteenth century dormer windows and occasional 
gambrel roofs give an unrivalled mass picture of the New York known 
to Hamilton and Washington. At a small restaurant we stopped for a 
cup of coffee—it was near dawn now, but our spirits were yet fresh! 
The street lamps were still burning when we turned into ancient Charl- 
pasta pails of all the colonial thoroughfares, where 
id ie thes gleaming knockers suggest the neat prosperity as 

Ic inclinations of the Georgian householders. More 


taptures—and the dawn was 
crossed Broadway, 

James Montoe died 
but the fever of the 


illigan Place. L, 


amp—the on] 


ate 


* ascending to Fr 


before, and where black recesses and bits 
formed pictures worthy of any etcher. From 


of Varick Street, where 


. This, one might fancy, was enough for any trip; 


New York exce 
. pt the 
anklin Square, we passed 


aie magnificient colonial sect 
sath er and New Chambers Streets—where gambrel oe per Mics 
gs, and all the appurtenances of the pas We non 


west waterfront, noting the venerable edifices on every hand Pic Ey 


marking especially the Planters’ Hotel—th i ildi : 

Poe inhabited in its seedy old age—and Teas Chee Heuer 
been open continuously since 1797. Of course we meditated in Trinity 
and St. Paul’s churchyards, and admired the Georgian beauty of St 
Paul’s—both facade and steeple. Then, as a climax, we approached the 
City Hall (1812); whose classic beauty is immortal. The rosy dawn had 
broken whilst we were on Pearl Street, gilding the steeples of the 
Brooklyn shore across the glittering water. By the time we reached the 
city hall it was bright morning, and we gazed at the sun-splendid pin- 
nacles of the Woolworth Building as seen through the arch of the Mu- 


nicipal building. This was the culmination. Glancing at the fine 


unfinished courthouse whose classic lines are apparently going to be 
spoilt by some tawdry addition above the pediment, we sought our res- 
pective home stations— parting at a little before eight by St. Paul's 
colonial clock. I reached 259 shortly before nine, went out to buy some 
groceries, and. retired in expectancy of the, evenings’s trip to colon 
Sheridan. Square to see O’Neill’s play. All God's Chillun. This, © 
course, was Friday the 22nd, I awaked in time to accompany S. H, to 
the theatre, and we arrived so early that we had time for an antquaien 
stroll around Patchin and Milligan Places. The play, which se ow 
the marriage of a low Irish girl to an educated negro, ge of 4 
smoothly and capably—save that the nee has gees ame: 

e of the first act, which involved the participatt mee 
fa the use by them of low language. This act was nes Saag 
many appropriately s 


i annoy- 
f his own, teflecting on the intelligence of mayors and ether sth 
0. ; : 
ances. It seems that this ban has conti 


nued. since the act was S$ 
d wh mn Belkna saw the ay a month 7 e. O'Neill is surely 4 reat 
P pl y late. 1S S| ly g& 
te e 
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p LETTERS 

the only American t 
f the theme in this play is admirab 
f different periods, and by the prom- 
primitive expressions 
has achieved. (These masks, by the way; are be- 
g the ultra-moderns, who are copying their 


le . . . 
hs dramatist of note now living. 


chap ly enhanced 


dramatist —P 

The tragic symbolism © 
uch devices 4S the street songs © : 

Bh < given to 4 Congo mask—one of the few 

ine 

of art which the negro 


«+g quite the rage amon, ; 
Pits in certain pictorial and sculptural works of their own.) The 
techn: 


play let out early, and we wete home before midnight. 
x * * * * 


_.,.. In the evening there called, accompanied by his wife, the Rev. 
George T. Baker, round-collar’d rector of St. Gabriel's Church, who 
betwixt genial smiles and puffs of unending cigars made an offer for 
the piano which S. H. advertised for sale the day before. We let him 
have it for three hundred fifty dollars. Next morning he called for it 
with a dray—on which he and I rode back to his house (quite near 
here), where he wrote me a cheque and a letter of identification at his’ 
bank. I then went to the bank at Church and Flatbush Avenues, got the 
cash, paid the grocer with forty-eight dollars of it, and returned with 
the residue. . .. 

..... Sunday the 7th—I had a call from Henneberger, who was 
here on another business trip. Going over to his hotel, I had quite a 
talk with him; during which he told me of the new lease of life 
achieved by Weird Tales, and of the fine job he had in store for me. 
thes) kee Wednesday I started the day with another fruitless business 
yee ae that electric company at the foot of Soth Street. 
eee did ope reading, and in the afternoon took charge 
Rane ae a es tseeing trip. We visited a Brooklyn cluster of 
Ceeeie Pac. que shops, obtained the magnificent view from Fort 

studied Brooklyn’s colonial waterfront, and viewed the 


atistocrati : 
Ocratic street on the heights above the East River—Columbia 


Heights— 

is pa Mas Loveman was to room across the hall from his old 

Shisined roCR aa Crane—an egotistical young aesthete who has 
€al fecognition in The Dial and other modernist organs 


and who has a 
Sir. unfortunate predilection for the wine when it is red. 


: Height i : 
ing Pennell ne S—which you will find mentioned in the accompany- 


cl oe 
Seen—with its ae one of the most delightful spots I have ever 
F view, its quiet, and its little parklike spaces 


[Tn  4=#— ee. 


ched Kirk’s, was positi 
upfoarious. After a period of literary festivity—during hey 


lishment: In the morning I bade Samuelus adieu, but soon followed 
him downtown to make a round of employment agencies. After a little 
of this, I started out on one of my lone explorations, having a mind to 
see Corlear’s Hook—which though now immers’d in the maelstrom of 
East Side urban squalor, was in the eighteenth century a pleasing rural 
point of land, two miles from the town, where in a grove of elms and 
willows near the sea stood a restful old Dutch tavern which Washing- 
ton Irving has immortalised in his tale of Wolfert Webber... . 
Pose Hm, The next day opened inauspiciously, for S. H. had an- 
other stumble which aggravated her former sprain, and another doc- 
tor had to be called—this time the tried and true McChesney, who 
cured her of the great neuritis attack of 1922-3. At noon I went to see 
Henneberger, who promised great things, and insisted on presenting 
books broadcast to all the household. He wanted me, moreover, to ac- 
company him to a horse race at Belmont Park; but a previous oe 
ment saved me that boredom. This engagement began by me 1 
Loveman up at Sonny-Boy’s, and was soon augmented by our Se 
irk’s, where we found our host awaiting us 10° 
who was then rooming with him. Ere long Kleiner 
rance; and we finished the afternoon in an 
At six Sonny had to go pe! ode 
: ed at a place in 
saw him to his door. Then the a ce a said stopping # 
bus Avenue, and started to walk do ‘eed down to the water’ 
We now worked dow! 
every bookstall we saw. --- 


front and under the great piers 0 


adjournment to K 
company of Lazare, 
and Morton put in an appea 
exceedingly festive manner. 


£ the Manhattan Bridge, intending 


"] 


SE 


n to Fraunces’ Tavern and the western shore; 
has been semi-ill with bronchial 
riving here—caused us to cut the excursion ee 

-thi four a. m. To retire so eafly 
t Franklin square about three thirty or ou We 
ai ily a shame, but since we did not wish to continue without t 
Noel eae we grudgingly desisted and returned to our respective 
Beales! Heigho! I bought a premature Sunday Times in Park Row, 
which saved my going out the next day. That day was one of gloom 
and nerves—more advertisement answering, which has become such a 
psychological strain that I almost fall unconscious over it! 

Monday the 15th I went in vain to a publishing house whither I was 
sent by one of the agencies I had consulted, and later visited other 
agencies—with as little result. After that, to get the taste out of my 
mouth, I made another lone exploring trip; this time covering the en- 
tire length of colonial Hudson Street, where some marvellous houses 
and corners still lurk unimpaired. . . . On Tuesday S. L. called, and 
aes S:.H: and me downtown, later leaving us to visit a book- 
a5 _ H. had a fruitless interview at the Saks shop, and we later at- 

€d to miscellaneous errands—bank, Scribner’s (where I am trying to 
get cash in place of the credit entered f. yas 
ered for me by Henneberger), a furni- 


ture shop where we enviousl J ? a 
suite, a silk clon. ously admired a splendid Queen Anne dining 


found some high s 
day I read deMau 


sELECTED LETTERS 
olong our excursiO 


rae n Loveman’s part—for he 


put fatigue 08 
trouble ever since af 


; nebe 
OW... on the post card I immediate] 

The next d ; See 
at four-thir *y— Friday the 19th—I did some H. 


limita, 3 
z tion 
tio : thor 
1 with h His ugh aesthete; ang SELECTED LETTE 
1am So foom is j RS 


of modern bo when I vie: 
isit- 
4 catven Buddha a wae splendia 


e 
exaltation when Bie s 


; nal maj : 

ylonian fire! No wonder Dunsany waxed vhigathe eee a 
saw it for the first time . . . it is beyond the description of any but 
him! Added to the weird lights are the weird sounds of the port, 
where the traffick of all the world comes to a focus. Fog-horns, ships’ 
bells, the creak of distant windlasses .. . visions of far shores of 
India, where bright-plumed birds are roused to song by the incense of 
strange garden-girt pagodas, and gaudy-robed camel-drivers barter be- 
-voiced sailors having the sea’s mys- 


. - . . f 
i i . Silks’ and spices, curiously-wrought ornaments 0 
tery in their eyes Si p poueet in 


al gold, an : : 
ae Ah me! Would that I could express the magick of the scene: 


Crane is writing a long poem on Brooklyn 
um, which may some time be print 
The evening advanc 


: at ‘Ittle-Sonny S; pate 

: een ee being: te ieee Tr anistioh the i 
% s 

Herod jcked up Cotton TA hich was #8 
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‘ I 
each other—results herewith enclosel: hes be oy, i 
iM dini—who was playing. a e Albe 
ig tte ering to assist me in finding a position on 


i f introduction to 
ropping _ | had given Eddy a letter of int 
ha pes ae a4 Ee very exhaustive discussions, during 


Bee dh 
im, and tie ty oe sed much eagerness to be of assistance to us 


ici res , 
ra a ep which I answered, and to which I have just 
ote 1 eon asking me to telephone Houdini next Sunday or Mon- 


if] be here before leaving for a vaudeville tour of the 


ay—Sunday the 21st—I spent in desultory reading and 
ig anticipation, of A.B P.,G_ Levemenl came 0, c190°% aaNet 
down to the Hudson Terminal with me when the guest of honout’s tel- 
ephone call came. You can imagine how delighted I was to welcome 
my daughter—whom Loveman and I jointly escorted to 259, and to 
whom the former presented a copy of some verses he had just written 
on his old Grandpa Theobald. I presume A. E. P. G. hath shown these 
lines to you, but I'll make you an individual copy for permanent pres- 
ervation. After Sanuelus’ departure, all hands retired and slumbered 
the slumbers of the moderately equitable. 

The next day—Monday the 22nd—I did some Hennebergian work, 
mi the afternoon fared forth with my daughter to the Long estab- 
ie =e where Sonny and his mamma were very glad to see the amia- 
; scall pad a the Ebi en route J did much Henneberger work on 
ae sae = ng to my job despite my embarkation on ven- 

The next d 

ay A. E. P. G, met S. H. down town, whilst I took Samuelus 


to the Poe Cottage in Fordh 

ee and ie ve Loveman that sense of Dh ees Jet eerie aboat thie 
tom modern New Y i : 
little—he has th a se Stavely. . . . Loveman slept a 


d moments—and 
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Sights of 
that local; 
Wete not jp, Ocality. 


The tri 
P wa 
and that ot (I later learneq * Vety pleasan 


that C 

em: 
ee ye had to take him home 
: PiGrty wie roof and di eines 
Which had SO mov, 


incident) J 


Perlative illum; -P.G 
* mi : 
Visit. 2 nated skyline 


hindhand in my correspondence—as a pere 
with self-addressed envelope, is at this moment reminding me! Tell A 
E. P. G. that I shall write her soon, and ; 


meanwhile pray let me hear 
from both you children. S. H. received your epistle, and will answer 
when possible. She is still at the place where she has been the last few 


weeks, but feels that the situation is insecure, and is looking sharply for 
something more solid and promising. Did I say that Houdini has writ- 
ten, promising to find something for me? Probably I did—but I might 
as well transcribe in toto the note I received yesterday. (Monday). 
Sept. 28, 1924 


My dear Lovecraft:— i 
Received your letter and will be back ‘ai ail Monday. 
i e for the 6 
tober 5 and 6, respectively, before I leav for ie ita 
-while, In the mean- 


Give me a fing on my private ‘phone, 


time I am already spreading propaganda. With kindest regards, 


Sincerely yours, 


HOUDINI. 


H.P.L. 


t. 29- bt: Servt: 
Keith’s Phila. wero Se east aft: nephew and o ; 
se 


I subscribe MY 
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ERS 
pL BCTED LETT 


4 MRS. F. (on CLARK 


259 Parkside Avenue 
178. 7 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Nov. 4-5> 1924 
Finished Nov. 6 


Lillian:— 

Ces oe i th and more hath pass’d since last I writ 
Slate a cae Almanack, (of which I am monstrous 
pe “aes esis) and I am not dispos’d to contradict so ven- 
a aa etable authority; but I am confident that you will par- 
don me in view of the nerve-draining events mention’d in my letter to 
A. E. P. G—the illness and hospital sojourn of my spouse, and the 
impending dissolution of this establishment in a maze of poverty and 
uncertainty. Of such is life—glorious life—compos’d—but being of 


haughty and imperial instincts, I will proceed to play blithely on the 
lyre whilst Rome burns. 


* oe OR KE & 


This reminds me that I'd enormou: 


myriad sights to show you, as A. E, 


were haply to coincide with my d 


you that your brain 


sly like to see you here. There are 
P. G. can attest; and if your advent 
omestic disintegration, I can assure 
ae cen be keenly appreciated—though I 
a8 B ee work of breaking-up after your sum- 


this place won't ke ater ah Mae mishap to the back. After all, 


RO vast attic accumulations 598 to disperse, since there are 


Books by Lord Dunsan 


*The Queen of Ell 
; of El y 
mh ty-One Ue nd's Daughter 
Five Plays 


Plays of Near and Far 


tia hoy Chee 
se of Souls 
The Hill of Dreams 
Far-Off Things 
Things Near and Far 
The Secret Glory 
The London Adventure 
* Hieroglyphics 
Books on Colonial Material . 
The Architecture of Colonial America—Eberlein vii 
Furniture of our Forefathers—Singleton 
Early American Craftsmen—Dyet 
Old New England Churches—Bacon 
Crooked and Narrow Streets of Old Boston—Thwing 


Miscellaneous 
* Episodes of Vath 
Rome of Today an 


For Belknap (his own choice). - 
The Thing In the Woods (new hortor n0V 


ek—Beckford 

a Yesterday—Dennie 
vel) —Harpet Williams 
“git hada't been he 
e ventured gang ete of it for 


I'd nevet hav 
neberget owed me. 


get the value Hen 


Some haul ? 
only way t° 


all that! .-- 
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ng whi 

to I started 
antient colonial city 
New- 


Jersey en my 2 
ind 1 Ore 4 that day—I : 
radia ike, a road yet unpaved, and lined 
te old Be el d tiny colonial cottages that General Washington 


etched the open fields and the primeval forest, 
xpanse sank the great solar disc in a riot 
ky with a thousand streamers of 


f flame and glamou: 
: 4 wildness long after the glowing edge had van- 


eee built in 1735, is wholly hidden 


from the street by shops, but stands in a spectral courtyard, with 
its back on the river bank. And on the northeast corner of Bridge 


afize sips Back deeds must have been done in the early seventeen- 
teds—with a blackish unpainted surface, unnaturally steep roof. 


t Sunday night. 
The day * tk & * 
Y after m' 
Man was her Y second Elizab 
: etha 
My travel * to dinner, a n tour—Sun 
as Buide ne ill soon en Tes Steatly intere aD the 12th—Love 
tion to cal ‘ dinner we = 2 trip there hims tae in My account ; 
he had sto On his frien H alked down to th eit, with Old Th of 
The wane eed till he mover ane in. Col © Brooklyn Hei je 
Brook] Very lovelyacr to Kirk’s ae Heights, Bie ts sec 
and far gyi we Stan Wohill from soe SHE whom 
ds, and tom the hej cet, Manh 
ed the haere cights on which on 
Cights i et vista of pi the 
“P twilight houses 


358 


fo standing out with that absolute beau 
perfection for which the best Chinese art is distinguished. After some 
conversation we all went out for a scenic walk through the ancient nar- 
row hill streets that wind about the Brooklyn shore. There is a dark 
charm in this decaying waterfront, and the culmination of our tour was 
the poor old Fulton Ferry, which we reached about nine o'clock, in the 
best season to enjoy the flaming arc of Brooklyn Bridge in conjunction 
with the constellation of Manhattan lights across the river, and the 
: : ‘, ; ippi ing tides. 
glimmering beacons of slow-moving shipping on the lapping tide 
When I was last there—in 1922 with Kleiner—the old ferry was as 
ing, and the pensive wooden statue of Robert Fulton was loo ang 
ae we eS of decline from his niche in the front of the ie 
Victorian ferry-house. Now even these things are See ee 
its last trip on the roth last January, and the statue has va ce 
eum—leaving 2 gapingly empty ; 
sumably to adorn some mus “4 Thence we returned to Cranes, 
brood over the spectacle o et ieeitenialy looking up rooms for 
: ts, an ; 
threading more eee hts. There was one splendidly large ear 
Columbia Heig of the Ruther 
Loveman in ek in an impressive brick mansion ho has seen 
for ten dollars per week IY | by aged Mrs. Grey, ¥0 : 
for 4 B. Hayes period—presided OOM i it; and if I could for tha 
ord b. 


ink I'll get 
veman, 2 , h—and I think 
S Lo % nt thoug eS dollar-pet-¥ 


ding to Samuelos 


mmen 
ok on CO: 


d my principal bo 
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whom Houdini had 
head of a newspaper 


to interview the man to 
Broadway and 58th 


t 
in the afternoon wen ‘att oduction—Brett Pee ; 
ice whose offic ae ead e an hour and a half 
gyndicate S¢ c .- oly affable, and detain ™ ae 
street. Page W4S ane apes had nothing at all in the way © d for 
aoe two sorts of places are fitte 
e paper. and readership of revisorship 
teed dini for an in- 
‘chi _ He advised me to ask Hou 
ie aie Hate peahith I shall do when my nerves per- 
J read more colonial 


ial—as usual. 
ee Adadey tis rsth I had lunch with S. H. downtown at that 
: t Madison Avenue and 36th Street. Riding 


vaint basement cafeteria a 
eae on the subway, I was struck with the memory of weird things I 


had seen at twilight in Elizabethtown, and other weird things of longer 
ago—and at once realised that I was about to write a story. During the 
afternoon I laid out the preliminary design, and discussed it in some 
detail when The Boys met in the evening at Kirk’s. Morton was absent 
on account of the death of his mother, which had called him back to 
Massachusetts, but in spite of this fact we managed to have a tolerable 
time till about three a. m. 


Aeon Friday, Saturday, and Sunday may be dispos’d of with 
es brevity; for I did nothing but write upon my story. It is longer 
if ae average product, and needed much care; so that many drastic 
| es a eee mee perforce adopted before I could 

; ous bit of text. Sunday af 
nda 
REIL, eae oe y afternoon S. H. and I 


after which we bo : 
took it (i, ¢, ught some ice-cr 


Monday the 20 
th I was at § ' 
Ig WE discussed the story (then dng tor Poth lunch and din. 
of whi elknap making sev 
ich I y, eral s 


ery gratefull Pfoportioning, one 


I did considerab]. 
. e e 
a midnight—pbut having to 
FS : er 

We call ting in ed “tas Spasms with Sia veh = peacaiacs 

al ra ser ee 

SP the hospital, ag Bea ill-feeling. | 
> ed ji i 


n the evening 


had been seized 
t was then that 
P. Gs and 


in Thy epistle to A. E. 
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hastened do 
© world, 


Wa in a taxica 


The next day—Wednesday 
written directions furnished b 
breakfast with bread, cheese, 


€ 21st I took ia ' 
ing started out y 
the bookstalls 


“ab whilst th 


things 


© gtim sm 


to meet Ky 


to the hospital 


, tead the Salem play, 


SE 
LECTED LETTE, 
S 


all 
hours broodeg Bre 


the 22nd—I made passable coffee from 
y S. H. the day before, and rounded out 
and a twenty-minute egg which I cooked 


with vast finesse. I then visited the hospital, taking books, papers, sta- 
tionery, and an Eversharp pencil I bought as a gift to the patient 


Friday the 24th was much the s 
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nvenient hydrant, and exploring 
an alluring cat-barn in Eighth Avenue, where among more modern ve- 
hicles we found a splendid old converted horse-car (like the old Ol- 
neyville and Market Square white cars) used as a work-car. At Times 
Square we lunched at the Automat (vide sheet III, side 2) where Leeds 
a I lunched on a former occasion, my fare this time being macaroni, 
is salad, cheese pie, and coffee. From this filling station we re- 
paired to 40th Street to inspect the American Radiator Com 4 
building—the new black and gold D i oe 
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secede Sechrist and I stopped first at the Anderson Galleries, 
Park Avenue and 59th Street, which A. E. P. G. will remember well, 
since she and I saw an auction there last March. A friend of Se- 
christ’s—John M. Price—is employed there in an editorial capaci- 
ty—preparing catalogues etc—and he show’d us over the place most 
courteously. . . . If he could help me find out how to apply for a position 
in the Anderson Galleries—as Sechrist thinks he might—he would virtu- 
ally save my life! I could do the Anderson work very well—in fact, 
Loveman long ago suggested how well-suited such a job would be to 
me. I think I'll get over to Price’s tonight if I can finish this letter in 
time—though Pegana knows I need a haircut first, the last having been. 
the day A. E. P. G. left—Sept. 27. ) Meith 
Cae Yr. aff: nephew and obt. Servt: H. P. L. 


A second printing of three thousand copies of this book 
has been made by Edwards Brothers, Inc., Ann Arbor, 
Michigan, from Intertype Garamond on 50# Booknatural. 
The binding cloth is Holliston Black Novelex. 


SELECTED LETTERS is uniform in 
format with H. P. Lovecraft’s fiction, 
which has been published in three 
volumes— 


THE DUNWICH HORROR 
AND OTHERS 


AT THE MOUNTAINS OF 
MADNESS AND OTHER 
NOVELS 


DAGON AND OTHER MACABRE 
TALES 


* %* %* 


The jacket is the work of Ronald 
Rich, who photographed the Lovecraft 
letters—of Virgil Finlay, whose por- 
trait of Lovecraft in periwig and small- 
clothes has been widely reproduced— 
and Gary Gore, who effected the de- 
sign. 


ARKHAM HOUSE PUBLISHERS, Inc. 
Sauk City, Wisconsin 53583 
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HOWARD PHILLIPS LOVECRAFT ( 1890-19377) be- 
longs among America’s most distinguished writers in the 
domain of the macabre. His letters reveal him to have 
q been one of the nation’s most interesting epistolarians. 
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